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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing rema.ining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 1931 
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To thee, whose tireless love, and watchful care, 

Smoothed my life's way, and won the hours of peace 

The singer asks of time ; who aye did'st share 

With me these moments of laborious ease ; 

To thee my song I sing. Since doth not cease 

The music of the stream, within his ears 

Who loved its melody ; although, no more, 

He listen to its sweet note by the shore. 

But wanders lonely down the waste of years. 
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JANUARY. 



What though the piercing winter nature chill, 

Or clasp with icy arms the world terrene? 

No more the feeble sun shrinks day by day, 

Increasing night's lone empire, but awakes, 

Smiling a growing welcome o'er the land. 

The end hath come, and man's long withered heart 

Swells with a budding joy. Long centuries 

The hardy Northman piled the faggot high. 

And blazed his thanks to God; while lingers still 

In Christian homes the festival of Yule. 

Still on the hearth the crackling Yule-log flames. 

And Twelfth Night gaieties aloud proclaim 

liolner yet lives, though happily shaded o'er. 

By Him new-birthed, the ever-living Christ. 

His now the time; His coming the delight; 

Sweet odours breathing o'er the sordid world. 

Friendships relight, and cherished hates expire 

Beneath the music of the Christmas chime; 

While, blest exchange, is sunk the riotous feast. 
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The Bersoerk's shriek, and song to mighty Thor, 
A swinish thanks, born of a grovelling hope, 
In the soul-lifting Saviour's festival. 
Still as the echo of a giant's voice. 
From heathen worship yet not wholly free. 
The Yuletide wassailers proclaim their joy. 
A thousand winters have the hills ensnowed, 
Since the first songster of the Gospel news 
Footed the English earth; yet not complete 
His purpose in the land; so hard the task 
To conquer, where the weapons for the fray, 
Wherewith to smite the savage passions down. 
Are but the humble life, the holy word. 
The meek surrender of life's coarse delight. 
And trust abiding in the life to come. 
Of higher knowledge they who humbly press, 
Whereto the grey tower looms from out the vale. 
Its billowy' chime enravishing the ear 
To silence softened 'neath the wayward gale. 
Or, mounting on the swift wings of the wind. 
Age, upon age, have troubled souls pursued 
Their simple way toward the crumbling porch. 
And entered reverently the house of God. 
First to the font, and lastly to the bier. 
With many a heartache in the years between. 
Have the fore elders of the people round 
Sped on their way, and passed into the grave. 
Now smiles the slender column, holly-wreathed. 
Or featly crowned by laurel's shining boughs; 
While votive windows flash their gleamy fires 
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'Neath hoods of ivy, as from frowning brows. 
Hopeful they enter: this, who ne'er before 
Hath lisped the service of the new-bom King; 
Him, too, who tremblingly pipes forth his praise, 
Fervent of heart, but bleached by many snows, 
And seeking here a glimpse of coming joy. 
From tuneful throats the joyous anthems rise, 
Waking an echo in each hopeful breast, 
And burying awhile oppressive care. 
Scarcely the rapture into silence droops, 
Moment heartfelt to every worshipper. 
Then wakes the godly preacher to his theme. 
AVhom seek ye here? he asks, and anxious eyes, 
Loving the questioner, await reply. 
Ye, heavy laden, who your lot bemoan. 
Come ye not hither to behold one born. 
Whose great unhappiness your little joy 
Makes bearable? Ye who in wealth rejoice, 
See ye not how the wisest of the East 
Bestowed their hoarded riches to endow 
Him, who brought comfort to their troubled souls ? 
Ye youthful, even the blossom of the land, 
Foretaste of the Lord's harvest upon earth. 
Seek ye his spirit who, in youth's sweet prime, 
Stood up to say, the spirit of the Lord 
Moved him to preach the Gospel to the poor; 
To heal the broken-hearted; for the captive 
Deliverance ask, and sight unto the blind; 
And them set free who now are sorely bruised. 
Take then your yoke, your shoulders now prepare 



lo The Rambler^ s Calendar. 

To be the living pillars of the Church. 

Of suffering lives made up, and by Him built, 

AVhose life was grief, from manger to the rood. 

For me your prayers be given, lest I droop 

Below the Gospel heights, and refuge take 

Within life's sunny valley at the foot; 

Where worldliness in plenty's guise comes down 

To quench the soul's aspirings, and to chill 

The fervour for the ascent. The stillness now 

Louder than words, the soft appeal approves. 

And, o'er the service, on the snow-swept path. 

Cheerful, the villagers his presence wait, 

Who breathed new blessings o'er their simple joy. 

Alas! not unto all within his fold. 

Pleasure encrowned sits by the Christmas hearth. 

Here one encoffined lies, who, yesterday. 

Shed wide the beamy radiance of her love; 

And, as a kind sun o'er some little world. 

Toward her drew upward every tender flower. 

Affection's kindest arts, their triumph now. 

Life's fainting spark strove vainly to keep quick. 

And, sorrowing, they laid her in his arms. 

Whose love sustained, whose triumph winged her soul. 

On all around a moment sat despair. 

As when a sudden darkness glooms the land; 

But well-remembered goodness soon dissolved 

The speechless grief, and poured forth every tongue 

Its pleasant rill of well-remembered love. 

Still keen the blade, to pierce the softened heart. 

Or stir afresh its sorrow. The feathered crowd, 
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Clustering the frozen thorn, still wait the hand, 

Which daily strawed the welcome winter's dole; 

The simple act greatening the tender soul. 

And making sorrow larger for such love. 

From many a modest corner, well bestowed, 

Peep forth her leafy loves; and every nook 

Nesting a treasure, melts the soul anew. 

Each from his heart carves out his little world, 

His only quarry; and builds up his house. 

Of love, or hatred, misery or joy: 

And, in his life's brief strivings, writes for aye, 

By God remembered, his own epitaph. 

Though the AUfather's eye alone may trace 

Each busy footstep of a toilsome life. 

Truth wills no less be written on the grave, 

*Love like this soul's had no one but from God.' 

What though faint footfall of its pilgrimage 

Strike on the general ear? Great souls come forth 

To spend their lives in blessing, nor e'en know 

Their life a service; as some noble stream 

Hallowing a thirsty land, and, ocean seeking, 

Enters the deep, but soars in clouds to heaven. 

Thus they who hour by hour enrich the world 

With lives of goodness, patience, meekness, love. 

Content to work a miracle unknown. 

Pass to their higher home, and their reward. 

Be it so here. The simple rites of death, 

I'he prayer, the tear, and the last fond farewell. 

Sobbed, breathed, or spoken, quickly have an end; 

And one lies housed with her mother earth. 
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But not forgotten. In each wintry gust, 

As when the west wind, child of hastening spring, 

The bordering snowdrop blooms, and wakes to life 

The giant elms overtopping the rude grave, 

Is breathed the simple story of this life. 

Love only love; but love from end to end. 
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FEBRUARY. 



Nature! even now 
Thou claspest close within thy secret breast 
The plenteous herbage, and the dainty flower: 
Deniest yet the all-refreshing sap 
To mount the frozen rind, and swell the bud, 
Save where the downy catkin studs the willow, 
Or golden tassels droop from hazel boughs. 
Hard task to learn, wherefore these homely kinds, 
Gracing the hedge, or feathering the brook. 
Herald the labouring spring, and outward show 
Kinder regard from thee than now bestowed 
On oak inert, and lifeless sycamore; 
Or sluggish ash, root graven fathoms down. 
Man's busy mind, urged ever on to know 
Yet the unknown, life's hidden ways hath tracked, 
And many a whilom secret bared to light; 
But still 'fore commonest things shrinks back abashed, 
Baffled, and overcome! Now nearly is spent 
The farmer's well-saved reapage of the field; 
And, anxipus, he awaits spring's first warm breath. 
Denied as yet, to uncurl the blade still sheafed 
Deep in the frozen soil. His castled stock 
To a small ruin o'er the staddle shrinks. 
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Buttressed against the north; while his delight, 
The pit, long drawn, with golden globes once heaped, 
Lies empty in the field. Forbidding fleaks, 
A dwindling remnant keep from wistful flocks. 
Circling around, and paddling in the mire. 
Far from this show of wintry barrenness. 
Unto the homestead, where the gathered ewes. 
Throng round the rack, or line the lengthening trough, 
Well pleased we turn. Against the lofty wall. 
Thick, and of mother earth, and deftly thatched. 
Mindful of his great charge, the shepherd wise, 
A cunning man and strong, with skill hath reared 
The needful stye of wattle and of straw. 
Well placed to nurse his ever-groaning flock. 
And catch the fleeting kisses of the sun. 
Thickly they throng, a noisy multitude; 
The mother's cry the losel lamb repeats, 
( Till all the air with maddening misery sounds. 
\ One truant company, in sport engaged. 
And spurning lamentations never ceasing, 
Of ewes bereaved a moment of their joy. 
High mounts the turfy knoll and plays at kings ; 
While one with better^fortune or control, 
O'er her unmannered young, a pair admits, 
On bended knee, to drink the milky joy. 
A busy world, like that looming beyond. 
Lacking but wider range and deeper woe. 
Loud o'er the croft rumbles the heavy wain, 
With yellow turnips piled; a sturdy swain. 
In blue smock showily clad, with busy prong. 
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Striding the rathe, and scattering wide the meal 

The fleecy tribe, close following, bleat their thanks. 

With varied note; thanks earnest and prolonged. 

Well we forget not, in this simple scene. 

The wholesome lesson to be learned from these 

Afflicted natives of the frozen field. 

Mutely they bear the buffets of the storm, 

Yet o'er the frozen morsels stay to yield 

A frequent blessing, guileless if profuse. 

Not always man thus meets his dole severe. 

Vaunting his suffering loudly, and receiving. 

In moody silence, help, though unforeseea 

The pleasing uproar moves the fearful lark 

To flutter on the wing, and beat the air; 

Yet ere he can recall his song forgotten. 

His little soul, as yet untouched by love. 

Faints in the strife, and back to earth he glides. 

Love only bursts the trammels of his state; 

Inflames his timid heart, and bids him soar, 

A wingdd voice, a denizen of heaven. 

To him unlike the grey and lonesome crow, 

Topping the lofty ash, his frequent perch; 

A strident note low uttering, as he flies 

The creaking wheel, and man's abhorrent voice. 

Fit image thou of simple selfishness! 

Prone ever to mistrust, yet ever quick, 

To seek thy living in another's woe. 

The garbage of the field thy whole desire; 

Victim of ball, ill aimed, the stricken hare. 

Creeping to die within the thorny waste. 
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Or throstle, perished in the winter's stomi — 

Thy filthy meal. No attentive ear, well pleased, 

Listens thy hollow croak, nor gladdened eye 

Marks thy dull flight unto the distant mere. 

In Nature's grand design a place thou hast won, 

May be of usefulness; enough for thee; 

But givest thou never joy, nor awakest love. 

Different his lot, who, from the barren lawn 

Creeps, fearful, to the garden, last resort 

Of the e'er timid and suspicious hare. 

Distress looms largely in his furtive glance; 

While in his listening ear fear sits pourtrayed. 

A thing of thickets, stubbles, wilds, and brakes, 

A pressing want his native fear casts out, 

And to his human enemy he comes, 

Hard-griping poverty his only plea. 

Wakeful, the hedge he threads, and silent limps. 

Where yet the parsley peeps beneath the snow, 

And steals a hurried meal. Be all such thefts 

Remembered but in name. He steals not much 

Who pleads necessity, with face ashamed. 

His pangs assuaged, beside the brook he steals. 

Nor stops till near the reedy holt, where now 

A moment he sits watchful; and assured. 

Glides through the hedge, and hollows out his form. 

Happier to-day thy- fate than her's, who, nigh. 

Her form hath fashioned on the ruddy glebe. 

Resting in tranquil ease. Alas ! yon beam, 

Fickle, and faintly darting through the cloud, 

Flits o'er her roofless house, and her detects, 
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Gilding her yellow sides. Sufficient glimpse 
To lure the courser, who with low so! ho! 
Proclaims his quarry found; and warily strides 
Beneath the hedge's shade; his dappled grews 
Straining upon the slips. The advantage gained, 
Forward he lightly steps, and now, awake. 
To all her present horror, forth doth fly 
The furry innocent on wingfed feet. 
Glancing along the plain. Yet, hard withheld, 
Not yet enough the man's delirious joy. 
The white-fanged slayers strain upon the cord. 
Drawing even to the ground. While, now let go, 
A murtherous halloo the welkin cleaves, 
Shouted by eager throngs, as, neck to neck. 
The lustful darlings race the ridgy earth, 
Swift as the summer breeze o'er bending corn. 
Soon win the hungry followers on their prey, 
Whose ears laid supine on her ruffled neck, 
And eyes wild glancing in her agony. 
Proclaim how the salvation of her life 
Possesses all her frame. One, swift of foot. 
Foregoes his fellow; and, with furious haste, 
Fierce as November gust, strikes at her heels, 
Yet happily strikes in vain. The mark o'ershot, 
The woeful creature darts from side to side, 
Baffling her bloody foes. But, failing life. 
Her cunning weakens, and with blinded eyes, 
Witless she moves, swaying at every stride; 
Till, tripped at last, high in the air she flings, 
While horrid jaws the dainty prey receive, 

B 
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And mouthe her to her death, *midst piteous squeals. 
Call this delight? Yea, in the heart of man 
The blood god sits enthroned. Even they who feel 
The misery they inflict, hide close their qualms 
Within their breasts, when conquest is at hand; 
So mighty slaughter's love; and greatest even 
When kindred souls the passing madness share, 
Making the wrong seem right. Will come that time 
When man shall loathe his nature, and forbear, 
Where he may save, to kill? and shield from woe 
The poor defenceless hare, whose weakness cries 
Aloud to him for pity and regard? 
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MARCH. 



With solid step, the sturdy cotter strides 

Whereto his heifer, new to motherly joys. 

With frequent moan, his friendly hand invites 

To filch her creamy store, and ease her pain. 

Flush with the dawn he comes; among mankind. 

The first to leave his pallet, and fling off 

The swoon and sleep of toil. Scarce earlier he 

Who troubles now the roost, and wakes the house; 

Fearing to venture from his woody perch. 

And fight the gale, hating disordered plumes. 

The solemn darkness flies, and, from the east. 

Day's golden fingers widen o'er the hill; 

While rosy scarf, blown thwart the southern heaven, 

The vapoury pennon of day's victory, 

A moment .proudly waves. The churl nor sees, 

Nor heeds the charming sight; nor even beholds 

The lane with slips and branches closely strewn, 

The havoc of the gale; nor stays to note 

The bannered saplings bowing 'neath the wind; 

Nor hears the whistle of the sturdy thorn ; 

Nor, borne by shoulder friendly to the load, 

Lists he the rattle of his iron pails. 

Too common these in his accustomed ear 
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To wake his brooding soul, now pondering well 

How to unknot such tangle of his care > 

As the unfailing dawn brings to his mind. 

To him, 'tis peace to allot the houriy task, 

Or make a forecast of the day's demands. 

The life he knows hath no surcease from toil, 

Nor sees it in the lave; and thus begirt. 

Works with a will Albeit a wholesome life. 

Helpful and hopeful his; even touched with joy. 

And to the whisperings of happiness, 

Breathed sweetly unto those whose wants are few. 

Humbly familiar. Never hath come to him 

A lust of wealth, or passionate regard 

For change ; nor the light tricks of vanity 

To double all life's cares. Withal, the press 

Of fifty winters, leaves him free to fight 

Life's battle with a heart of youthful pulse ; 

Lets him, unfaltering, ply his polished scythe 

Throughout the summer's day, and lead the field. 

Ever a mistress stem, and oft severe. 

Life yet he looks on kindly; and his woes. 

As days of havoc 'midst the seasons strewn. 

He loses in the blessings of the year. 

Say, ye, who pleasure's bowl have deeply quaffed; 

Or ye whom wealth allows a wider field. 

Whereon to sport awhile, a greater joy 

Receive ye at life's hand than here bestowed 

On the poor cotter, toiling from the dawn? 

Bearing his milky load, kindly he greets 

His fellows of the field ; a merry gang, 
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Who, sideway riding on the stately team, 

Outsing the jingling harness as they fare 

To teaze, with strength renewed, the suffering glebe. 

Anon, a time-worn dweller on the waste. 

Who with amazing toil hath stubbed the brake. 

And, wonderful, upbuilt a cot grotesque. 

The palace of his pride, comes forth to hail 

His certain friend; and a rude porringer. 

Not easily held, with trembling hands presents. 

To snare the useful mole his simple trade : 

Or wage continual battle with the swarm. 

Four-footed and fecund, who people quickly 

The autumn stack, or burrow 'neath the barn. 

Beckoned within the gate, of wattle framed, 

A hazel wythe its rough and ready hinge. 

The cotter parleys with his babbling friend. 

He, prone to show how vast his priceless store. 

Leads to the crooked hovel, ling bethatched; 

His spence and storehouse too. Therein he shows 

Jumble of nets, and traps, and paddle keen; 

His box, with leathern hinge; and, curled beside, 

A ragged pair, crook-legged, with lengthy snout. 

The faithful partners of his daily round. 

Who little fancy need to gift with brows 

Of human gravity, and eyes whose trust 

Mate woman's in their meek, confiding love. 

Cheerful they part, each in his way a sage. 

And pleased to exchange his wisdom with a friend. 

Time speeds, and all the azure dome of heaven 

With feathery gold is pranked: e'en those huge heights 
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'Yond man's aspiring, where the liberal air 
Blows free o'er mountain tops, the vapour fine 
In wavy vastness shines, like ocean's strand 
Rejoicing in the kiss of parting day. 
The cotter's joy, if his earth-troubled eye 
Dared he lift heavenward, but, care consumed. 
The splendid pageant passes by unknown. 
And unrevealed God's presence thus to him. 
The village almshouse claims the good man's care; 
A weathered pile and homely, almost hidden 
'Neath edge of tapering yew; a frowning fence 
To cheerful garth, where rosemary competes 
With ladslove, and the bordering thrift disputes 
The blue-eyed periwinkle's place of pride ; 
While o'er a mound, by milky pebbles girthed. 
The clinging stonecrop mates with London Pride. 
The morning call, here, ancient dames await. 
Loving his wares, but most the friendly word. 
And brief allusion to the world beyond. 
Oft loudly man his huge dislike proclaims 
Of all his fellows, and in moody rage 
Bolts out the human swarm; but youth and age 
Mock his sour passion, and, with keen delight, 
Mingling together, his wild wrath deride. 
Yet, solitude ! Thou art no enemy 
To man and his designs. Alone thou givest 
The space and pause, for him to plume his soul 
And wing his way to God : him leavest free 
To nurse the first faint fluttering of his heart. 
Pulsing to mightiest ends; givest him the strength 
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To strip the world's gay mantle from his limbs, 

And stand 'fore heaven both naked and ashamed. 

What busy toiler in the human hive, 

Stepping the grove, or on the river's brink 

Alone reclining, hears not whisperings 

Denied him in life's press? The sighing breeze. 

The rippling brooklet, and the gurgling stream, 

Have each a tongue; while e'en the dulcet notes 

Of feathered songsters, love's interpreters. 

Kindle his soul, and speak to him of heaven. 

Withal how plainly is heard God's voice by him 

Who seeks the mountain solitude, and lists 

The horrid blast shriek wildly, and the thunder 

Shout hoarsely through the hills; or hears appalled 

The towering oak by the fell lightning rent? 

In many ways the simple lesson's learned. 

No meeter friend hath man than solitude. 

Before the pinfold, miserable cage, 

By pity quickened, stands the simple man. 

Eyeing the luckless throng. These from the field. 

Blackened and bare, and scoured by freezing gales, 

Hunger hath driven to seek some kinder tract. 

Driven madly, but in vain ; serving not much 

To seek abroad the good denied at home. 

Thus here close penned the wretched wanderers stand, 

Disheartened and forlorn; and liberty. 

Blessing even hunger, not vouchsafed to them. 

Nor crib nor rack hold even a bitter bent; 

Nor roof the storm, or pinching cold withstands. 

A colt untamed, the leader of the gang. 
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His suffering neighs, and shrills his youthful wants, 

Unused as yet to bear. While, clammed and sad, 

A ragged pair, beyond the years when strength 

Wins kindly usage even from brutal hands. 

Droop low their aged heads, and, changing oft 

A wearied foot, in mute despair await 

Life's bitter end. Away the cotter turns. 

Nor halts till to his own diminished stack 

He comes, and with his glittering knife shears off 

A balmy load, and bears it to the fold. 

A wayward genius his; allowing much 

To pass unchallenged, loudly asking help. 

Yet stirring not in vain. What hidden power, 

With tender hand, touched his forbearing soul. 

To help those suffering kinds, while wretchedness, 

By him unfelt, flourished unchecked around. 

Who knows, save He the searcher of the heart ? 

Pleased with his deed, so soon doth exercise 

Of goodness leave its tingling in the blood. 

Cheerful he strides, quavering a merry tune. 

Unto his homestead, where the crocus stars 

The sward with lavish blue; where windflower frail 

Cowers 'neath the hedge, afraid as yet to face 

The Scythian wind's rude greeting, waiting the hour 

When balmy winds shall woo her tenderly, 

And open her blushing petals with a kiss. 

Here, plodding mole, adown the mead, hath heaved 

His loamy hill, a mimic mountain chain. 

Angering the cotter's eye. The aggressive fork 

Each ruddy mound invades, and scatters wide 
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The budding hillock, proof of winter's toil 

Time will avenge thee, delver of the plain. 

Not lost thy labours, though now busy man 

Make gruesome war on thee and all thy joys; 

And thee, white-handed wretch, hoist high in air. 

The victim of his springe. But little time, 

His house, like thine, shall into ruin shrink, 

And the tall bent even o'er his hearth-stone wave. 

Ended this task, the garden next his care. 

Rounding his cot; a modest rood of earth, 

The solace of his soul. Whatever stroke 

Of sudden pleasure, or unlooked for pang. 

His even mind disturb, hither he comes. 

And wins his wonted calm. The crumbling wall. 

The yellow moss, close clinging, tops; and oft. 

Wrought by returning frost or mighty gale. 

The crimson cranesbill stars some lowly rent. 

With naked arm, and kerchief fitly loosed, 

With sturdy stroke, he lances the sad earth. 

And overturns the clod, and smoothes the ridge. 

Eager he Toils, as one whom hate and love 

In turn possessed, until a lengthy tract. 

Sufficient .^age of prowess with the spade, 

Sates his pleased glance. His billhook next he wields. 

To shear the bramble and the thorn profuse. 

Building a lofty pile : wherein with care 

A wisp of straw he plants; while from his poke 

A match, well saved, he draws, and fires the rick. 

Destruction pleases when the mind's quick eye 

Leaps to a future good. Within the blaze, 
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The summer's harvest smiles before his eyes; 
His enemies, the tares and stalks and weeds, 
Perish before his face; and, pleased, he views 
The dancing flame, and loves the crackling roar. 
Ere into silence dies the noontide chime. 
Bearing the midday meal, his faithful wife 
Nears her rough lord, and on the settle smooth 
Displays her savoury store. A thanks he smiles. 
Plenteous repayment to the unwearying hands 
Preventing every want; and with keen tooth 
The fragrant pottage tries. Toil's keenest edge 
Awhile is fitly dulled ; yet, half ashamed. 
His dusky pipe he fills, and with a shard 
The soothing weed enfires. SlothfuUy stretched, 
The flowering elm's empurpled top he notes — 
Home of the roistering rook ; while, never tired, 
The spotted thrush he marks, delighting now 
In love new found. First, sweetest task, to seek 
The nook retired; and, unperceived, to build 
The curling nest, deep set within the thorn. 
Gleaned from the margin of the sedgy pond. 
His yellow bill, with tempered clay he loads; 
Or the long frozen bent neatly shears off"; 
Service may be of danger, or of shame. 
So long he lingers on the waving twig. 
Sounding the note alarmful, ere he wings. 
Whereto his large-eyed partner rounds the nest. 
And weaves the yielding weed. Above her bower, 
A precious moment snatched from endless toil. 
He trills a note uncertain and subdued, 
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To her a ditty sweet and quick with love, 

Ere forth he flies to glean the needful straw. 

Shaming his own idlesse, the busy pair, 

Arouse the churl; and, armed with iron shoe. 

His glittering spade he drives within the soil; 

Stroke following stroke, till all the plot lies bared 

To sun, and wind, and frost, and sweetening rain. 

Now o'er the land the solemn evening steals, 

Bidding the unwilling cotter leave his toil. 

And to the chimney-corner wend his way. 

Therein ensconced, he lists the trifling news 

Of labours wrought at home by wifely hands. 

Or for his greater cunning put aside; 

A pleasing moment, and his bosom fired 

By gentle flattery, love's most certain shaft. 

Deftly the work he ends, and sits again. 

The calm of toil fulfilled broods o'er his soul. 

And every thought loosed from his peaceful breast, 

Sails off" on smiling wing. What strange caprice 

Soothes his e'er doubtful mind, too prone to see 

Before him nought of joy, and steeps his soul 

In full security? From life's outlook 

Often he shrinks, though every moment bring 

Unlooked-for blessings, greater since unhoped; 

While now at peace, and ready to believe 

The world hath ta'en his part, no glimpse is seen 

Of the fast nearing storm, that all his kine 

By one fierce death-stroke slew, and wrecked his hope. 
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APRIL. 



Hail hopeful hour! Again thou biddest us bend 

The leisured foot abroad, no more constrained 

To outstep the hurrying gale, or speedily trace 

The desolate highway; or, hug with joy 

The pleasing prospect of the parlour fire. 

Life stirs without, and man no longer chained 

To wintry contemplation, but with soul attuned 

To nature's frolic hour, with pleasure hastes 

To note the budding beauty of the field. 

The seasons are God's hand; write large His plan; 

His will interpret, and His high designs 

Unfold to mortal eyes. What now His message 

Borne on the western breeze, and breathing life 

O'er each uncurling blade and opening flower, 

If not the word of love? Of this assured, 

Increasing pleasure waits on every step. 

An added grace bedecks each lowly flower, 

And the fair prospect is with new beauty crowned. 

Blithely we wander where the river glides 

In devious ease along the grassy vale: 

Its flood tumultuous tamed, and many a beach 

Of gravel hoarded by the winter's wave, 

Or bank deep hollowed by the roaring flood, 
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On every side displayed. The spring-tide sun 

With golden lip kisses each pebbly hill; 

While every dancing rimplet, newly bom, 

A welcome flashes ere it dips and dies, 

A momentary life, but full of joy. 

Darkening the blue, yon trailing cloud behold, 

A winged messenger from sunny seas; 

Opening her breast in token of her love. 

And loosening all her treasure on the plain: 

Athwart the stream it speeds its tearful way. 

Weeping itself to nought, lovers sacrifice : 

The ensign of the spring ; yet every spray, 

Kissed by the conquering sun, confesses now 

His kind embrace; yon lordly pine, smoke crowned, 

A watchfire flaming stilL When shall the soul 

Drink deeper pleasure than to see the mead 

In liquid radiance steeped; each tiny blade 

Gem feathered, and each flowery cup and star 

Nesting the lavish pearl? Not oft our bliss 

To feel joy heaped o'er joy; yet now behold 

The pencilled rainbow, April's diadem. 

Clasping the dark tressed cloud; and o'er earth's brow, 

By the Creator's hand, poised lovingly. 

Lest loveliest things, to our beclouded sense. 

Unprized should speedily grow, the glittering arch, 

Soon as the eye hath learned to love the show. 

Begins to melt away. What hap to thee. 

Fair April? Beauty's crown indeed thou hast won, 

And nobly; and henceforth in man's regard 

Shalt rule the victress o'er the varied year. 
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Faded the show, behold the rugged holt 
Shorn of its purple growth ; yet all bedight 
With yellow celandine, spring's morning robe; 
And close as raindrops from an April shower 
Gather the golden stars, plenteous enough 
Almost to hide its wealth of glossy leaves. 
The new homed swallow, poised on gleamy wing, 
Stays not his useful war, yet his meek note 
Sinks into silence 'fore the threatening shower. 
While him, unlike, the sky-aspiring lark, 
Roused into noble rivalry, swift scales 
The cloud, and on disdainful wing outpours 
His tuneful flood, lending a new delight 
Though ever welcome, to the enraptured ear. 
Shouldering the sheaves, the tenant of the soil 
His supple burthen bears, whereto a throng, 
Youthful and free, not yet by work brought low. 
With laughter gild their toil; and 'neath a hut 
Of rude contrivance, built but for a day. 
Patchwork of poles and reeds ; the willow wands 
Of amber coat deprive. Their task they ply 
Until the circling rope, of willow twine, 
'Neath flashing osiers bends. Hard by, one blind. 
Yet with a finger exquisite, which gives 
To touch a sense of sight, a hopper weaves; 
Wherefrom at morn the sower will bestrew 
Broadcast, the yellow grain, till every furrow 
Its needful share hath gained; so useful found 
This work of children's fingers, teaching here, 
How each to each in fellowship is bound. 
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Casting a glance regretful to forsake 

The teeming beauty of the lowly vale, 

Up crumbling path, seaming the dizzy cliff, 

Delightful toil, we to the woodland climb. 

Here every sense with present joy being filled. 

Needs not imagination spread her wing 

To lift the soul to bliss. Vanguard of spring. 

In bridal white arrayed, a fitting garb, 

The cherry dallies with the noontide sun. 

Her lord and lover too. Beneath the shade. 

The blue-eyed periwinkle humbly peeps. 

Scarce daring to be seen; and clustered round. 

The lavish primrose, April's galaxy. 

Glows star-like o'er the green. By yonder beam. 

Far down the narrowing wood, again revealed ; 

Kissing too into life spring's humblest love. 

The sorrel's painted belL List to a laugh. 

Sweet as the neighbouring linnet's song, high perched 

On budding gorse; making all musical 

The genial air, and filling all the wold. 

Who shall resist the silver-throated tribe. 

New loosed from school, who seek with bounding step 

The wild wood's flower-sprent breast ? Behold they come, 

A sylvan throng, the Dryads of the grove, 

Hatless and hooded, with locks wind betossed. 

Pure human flowers, fairest blossoms of life's spring. 

Forward they press : even here a loving pair 

Hand twined, race o'er the lawn. One, lustrous eyed, 

As when the dew-drop lights the violet. 

And one with eye sad as the brown of night 
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Where depth becomes infinity. Untired, 

The flowery wealth they pill, till every hand 

Grows big with cullage, borne aloft with pride, 

To where the rugged oak lies bleached and fallen. 

Flayed of its russet coat, the tanner's prize. 

Here, seated, many a posy they contrive 

Of strange device, yet ever happily graced 

By childish fancy, and untutored skill 

Sad change, to glance, where yon dun cloud o'erhangs 

The crowded city; where the childish swarm 

From school or toil set free, haunt the dull street; 

Yet in their childish merriment still show, 

A pleasing sight, their kinship with the time. 

This throng, behold, rounding the iron fence 

Of graveyard, long disused, and given o'er 

To ruin and forgetfulness. With arm outstretched, 

The straggling daisy, striving to renew 

Its former sway, with eager hand they seize; 

And in this humble quest for commonest flowers. 

Nature her charm preserves, and keeps alive 

Communion with her joys. Thus the caged bird. 

Denied her freedom and her woodland mate. 

From year to year broods o'er her barren nest. 

Mindful of joys foregone, and, hopeful still. 

Necessity, wherein a hope, though blind, is stored. 

The simple labourer, with his tribe, compels 

To huddle in the town; yet, haply, he. 

Through riches won by unremitting toil. 

Again his village birthplace soon may win. 

And own him blest to tread with trembling step 
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Once more the sward, with April daisies starred. 

This winding path, by homely violets- edged. 

Or growth of feathery sedge ; withal overarched 

By swarthy yews, or gaily latticed o'er 

By leafless elms, sun flecked, the step invites, 

Where, closely nesting in its inmost depths, 

A ruined summer-house surmounts the vale. 

Its lowly roof, once thatched, shows many a rent. 

And naked rafters tell of hurrying gales ; 

Yet in one wholesome nook the starling builds. 

Yearly, her ragged nest; and, perched atop, 

With open bill, now wails her saddening note. 

And shakes her glossy wing. Beneath the stair, 

The fearful cony toilsomely hath delved. 

The solid marble sinking in the clay; 

While o'er each mossy step the bramble sprawls. 

Where once sped lissom feet Regretful sight, 

'^The hollow windows show their bleaching bars. 

Against day's fitful gleam; yet, relic strange, 

One glassy panel, braving winter's shocks. 

Is still unscathed, whereon, in close embrace, 

Henry's and Helen's names fondly entwine. 

A common story theirs, yet ever fresh 

In the world's ear, the tale of youthful love. 

Since nature pens the theme, and we but note. 

May be, in other's fortune, our own fate. 

Forbid outright to woo the gentle maid, 

A churlish cousinhood stepping between 

Them and their hope, the youth by stealth contrived 

A gladsome meeting here; and, unreproved, 
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They blessed the moment, but their fate bemoaned 

Meeting was bliss, and the close clinging kiss 

Brooked not the barrier by cold prudence raised; 

Nor mother's tear, nor father's harsh command. 

Should sunder their young love, nor their joy's book 

Close up for ever. So, one troublous eve. 

He bade her kneel with him and breathe a vow, 

Not to forego their love; but, as the year 

Had time of death and life, to await the hour 

When the white harvest of their hope should come. 

Nought she gainsaid, her answer but a tear; 

And gathering all his soul into a kiss. 

He loosed her from him. Never to the tryst 

He came, nor e'en a whisper of his fate. 

Quick rumour breathed. But soon the country's heart 

Beat quick with maddening joy, to list the tale 

Of victory, achieved by English hearts 

And English blood. Blenheim, in ode and song, 

In court, and hall, and cot, woke England's pride. 

But brake one maiden's heart One little word 

Told her young hero's death; and Helen's heart 

Grew cold for ever Soon gloomy madness stole 

O'er reason's sunny brow; yet, as the sun. 

Slow setting, oft a golden shaft high flings. 

Her clouded soul a frequent radiance shed, 

Sweeter than reason's light. And ofttimes here 

Would she come back, babbling to birds and flowers. 

Or prattling child-like to the whispering breeze 

Her hopeful tale, forgetful of the time. 

Till careful watchers broke her pretty dream, 
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And drew her back to home. Her father, moved 

To note his child seek out so wild a spot, 

Deeming her hopeless while it lasted here, 

Bade it be borne away, and not a trace 

Left of its being, place of grief to him. 

Thus busied, hapless Helen, unperceived. 

Stole to the spot, and all her wandering wits. 

Shocked at the outrage, being bound again. 

Most piteously, yet clear with reason^s strength. 

Her father prayed to stay his ruthless hand. 

He, overjoyed, called back the dread behest. 

Renewed the place's glory, and contrived. 

Daily t' enrich it with some new found grace. 

And to the beautiful even add new charm. 

Yet love's young flower, once withered, ne'er again 

May bloom, nor doth the fruitless stem rejoice 

In the abundant shower; so Helen's heart 

Recked not the kindness every hand bestowed 

To win her back to life; but hour by hour 

Life's load grew heavier, as life's love grew less; 

And happy in her trust in heavenly joys. 

Soon trode death's way, and passed the narrow gate. 

Long braving every flaw, the hoary oak. 

By sudden tempest is at length o'erwhelmed. 

And dashed upon the earth. So, Helen's sire. 

Long used to battle with the shocks of time. 

In this mishap was sped; and, o'er her grave. 

The harebell scarce had bloomed, or clover bud 

Whitened the sod, than, full of years and sorrow. 

They laid him with her in the peaceful tomb. 
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Now through the lone churchyard the ringdove^s note, 

On gentle breezes borne, steals pleasingly, 

Making the world a witness of his love. 

Far up the swarthy yew, his busy mate. 

Overlays the stubborn twig, and piles the nest; 

While he, a wooer fond, moves round, and coos. 

With sleeking neck, his never ending joy. 

Skirting the garth, the chestnut's blushing flower 

Glints in the light; and, newly waked to life. 

The pleasing murmur of the pilfering bee, 

Faintly salutes the ear. Why wakes the soul. 

To list afresh the country's common sounds, 

Compelling the dull mind? Is 't not the tribes 

Pay gladsome service unto Him whose love 

Hath opened anew the blessings of the year? 

He who adores not, and in each fair form. 

Tree, beast, or flower, but a blind growth sees. 

Let him come forth to list the chorus sweet 

Of all who wing the air. Their joyful hymns 

His sullen soul may move, where loftier themes 

Fail to arouse, and prompt him recognise, 

On every hand displayed, the first great cause. 
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MAY. 



Here, where the purple moor lifts heavenward 

Beyond his fellows many a heathery rood; 

Where lazy clouds the rolling uplands prank, 

With isles of fleeting shade ; and the gay lark, 

Pleading his passion Yore the vernal sun. 

Ere half way up, droops his ambitious wing. 

And downward trims his flight, we gaze awhile, 

Minding the varied beauty of the scene. 

Below the gleamy scar, with solid foot. 

The miner, toil-worn, threads the heathery path. 

Eager to win his homestead, smiling white 

Within the grassy hollow, ling bethatched. 

And by a turfy bulwark made his own. 

His busy wife, thereby, with careful hand, 

Spreads the white linen on the neighbouring ling, 

A scanty store, enough however to make 

The Sunday change, and in their bettered looks 

Her darlings love more dearly for her toil. 

Be holy still that day her setting free 

With those she loves, to hurry o'er the moor. 

Whereto the faint bell tinkles in the vale. 

To list the text, "Ye weary laden come, 

And I will give you rest," a scripture blessed 
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To those whose lot is labour, and may hope, 
At best, some little lessening of life's load, 
While they drop downward to the vale of death. 
Not willingly, but ever undismayed. 
Around, the peewit wings her broken flight. 
And, silly fowl, by her immoderate cries. 
Herself directs the urchin to her nest ; 
Else safely screened by sedgy tuft, or hid 
'Neath curling ling. Fit type art thou, fond bird. 
Of all who feign distress or flaunt their woe. 
Lo ! o'er the heath the sauntering shepherd steals ; 
The noisy moorcock from its stony perch 
Proclaiming his approach; while, all distraught. 
The whistling curlew, fearful, leaves its haunt. 
Seeking the distant moor. Closely to heel. 
Darting from side to side, his faithful cur 
Dares not make head; condition sadly changed 
Since he, chief partner in the search, to late 
The missing flock, within the drift entombed, 
Nosed out the suffering crowd, and thereby gained 
A grudged caress, and even an ample meaL 
Now, tightly bound, wistful, he limps beside 
His surly lord; and though withed neck to foot, 
Awaits the word to go. But now the ewes, 
New yeaned, and to maternal fears alive, 
In anger chafe e'en at mild Rover's face; 
Hurrying their fearful amblers o'er the waste, 
'Midst bleatings endless, at his least attempt 
To fold them on the hilL The shepherd now 
With larger eye unto his future pelf. 
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Himself contents, with finger lightly waved, 

To tell his fleecy treasures, as they speed 

Across the hag to win the neighbouring brow. 

Thus each in turn his own good gifts displays; 

Fain to be witnesses of His high will, 

Who, in His own appointed time, outdeals 

The needful knowledge, both to man and beast, 

To work His loftier ends. A word well timed 

Breeds sudden friendship; and the man long used 

To talk but with himself, grows full of speech ; 

Pointing with zest the traveller his way; 

And, weather-wise, forecasting the approach 

Of showers, and storms. No sweeter hour hath man 

Than that wherein his knowledge is besought. 

And made to know his is a master mind. 

Thus pressed to tell wherefore yon hut, turf built. 

The nighted shepherd from the sleety storm 

Scarce fit to hide, peeps o'er the gleamy ling. 

He seriously replies; a shameful sight; 

Unto no end preservative 'tis raised. 

But him to hide who idly seeks to slay 

The frighted moorcock, as he madly flies 

His haunt, by keepers scared, a tribe misnamed 

No sportsman e'er could cower within a house. 

And wait his prey, armed with the deadly steel 

Time was when forth the eager fowler fared. 

Setter at heel, or casting closely round. 

Without disguise across the purple ling; 

Stinting no labour, 'neath the sweltering sun. 

To slay the feathery tenant of the fell ; 
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Battle unkind, but not unfairly waged. 

Then, health increased, and ardour gently cooled 

By mild adversity, or bootless chase. 

Balancing slaughter's lust, the shooter taught 

To thank his little gains; finding delight 

In misadventures 'midst the misty hills, 

Or intsances of cunning in his foe 

Beset to death yet able to go free. 

Where silence rules, each word hath double tongue; 

E'en brief good day is a sermon in the hills ; 

And by the thoughtful shepherd thus sent forth, 

We seek the misty mantled fell's hoar top. 

Along the tumbling becL Its music wild 

Seizes the soul, and the light foot delights 

To skirt its pebbly bed The pleasing toil 

Meets rude denial, when the plunging Force 

Leaps down the scar, and the turf-reddened flood 

In marble cauldron seethes; compelling here 

The wayfarer to prick a devious path 

To win the scar's white brow. Slowly he toils, 

'Midst rocks o'erthrown, and, glassing but the sky. 

Past tarns, moss ringed. Now, from the strife removed, 

The roar, decreasing, into silence sinks; 

And, to its want alive, the unfed ear 

Hearkens to every sound List to a voice. 

Scarce earth's or heaven's, breaking on the void; 

A brief yet troubled moan. The rythmy cry 

Quickens the sense, while the swift glancing eye 

Sweeping the lift, a circling speck perceives. 

Dark 'gainst the cheerful blue. Its airy path 
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Slowly descending, on extended wing, 

Lord of the fell, the keen-eyed raven looms. 

Now meteor-like he falls, yet stays his flight 

On yonder mimic peak; where, long he stands, 

Rigid yet watchful too; a solemn note 

His life alone proclaiming, till overcome 

His fear, or, of his wisdom satisfied. 

He hops within the ling. What sort thy prey 

To tempt thee down to earth from airy heights? 

A marvel still the endowment of thy sense. 

Excusing feeble superstition's qualm 

Which hailed thee half divine. Fearsome he flies 

His revel, yet with heavy wing keeps watch 

O'er our approach, and croaks his utter rage. 

His loathsome meal, a frolic lamb, o'erta'en 

By bloody sweetmart or more crafty Tod, 

So many foes gird helpless innocence. 

And fatten on their wrong. Higher our way. 

Till the unruly beck, to runnel shrunk, 

'Midst hags and mires begins. Now overhead. 

The cloud-wreathed crag, bleak with a thousand snows. 

Caps the wild fell, and scorns our vagrant foot; 

Last of a tribe of earthlings who have toiled 

And won its lonely peak, and passed away. 

Hoar mocker of mankind! Tribes, races, creeds, 

The lawless fugitive from social bonds. 

And they who petty tyranny withstood. 

Its troubles and its crimes, this shrine have sought. 

And offered here. Where mell his bones who erst 

Outscooped the rock, and raised the Beltane fire? 



42 The Rambler^ s Calendar, 

Or his who fired the beacon, and awoke 

His fellows' fears, their passion and their pride? 

Now o'er the mounting crest the whistling kite. 

Meet visitor of such a solitude, 

A lonesome fowl, on stiffened pinion sails; 

And, as the seamew o'er the ridgy wave 

Skims down the forward slope. The height achieved^ 

The solemn silence seals the opening lip. 

And keeps speech at the pause. Great moments are 

Our masters; and, our awe-filled souls o'erswell 

The tongue, and choke its utterance. 

Who that hath seen, as here, the evening red 

Kissing each distant peak, a vision rare, 

Fleeting even as a dream, yet as a dream 

Burned on the troubled mind, hath not felt stricken, 

And into silence awed? One presence fills 

Alone the empyrean; and brought face to face 

With beauty, 'yond all metaphor, we feel, 

Not rhapsody, but worship God demands. 

Now one by one fade out the crimson fires, 

And die into the blue; while gathering gloom 

The evening hour proclaims, bidding us seek 

The welcome shelter of the shrouded vale, 

Where glows the cheerful hearth. Now downward bent,. 

Unmindful of the way, and prone to speak 

The passing fancies of a busy mind, 

Each in his manner thoughtfully outspells 

His reading of life's problem. This, avows 

This earth within herself to be complete ; 

The cause sufficient of decay and growth, 
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Of orderly change and sweet variety. 

Through blindness to her laws and properties, 

And secret modes of working, is ascribed 

That unto God, which may be seen and known. 

By earnest search, and trained intelligence: 

Until the wonderful glides slowly by, 

A riddle read, an Alp essayed and won; 

Mind once of God, becoming matter's child ; 

And God Himself but worshipped ignorance. 

The other, in his inmost bosom pained, 

Yet lacking not a high heart to rebuke 

Opinions wild and to him impious. 

Warmly replies: Is this the truth of being? 

What though be guessed the method and the plan 

Of His high purpose, God to ye hath given 

The power to know : The eye and brain bestowed 

By which ye track, though dimly. His bright foot 

Throughout the maze of the stars, and learn His charge 

To all the wandering tenants of the sky. 

The laws ye see; is then their Maker hid? 

The verse and letter of His lustrous page 

Ye haltingly read, and dully comprehend ; 

But of the informing and all-knowing mind 

Who writ the Book of Life, from first to last. 

And settled to good uses, know ye nothing. 

Shame, in the minute noting of His way. 

Ye have no eye for the Omnipotent; 

With curious helps ye seek to dip far down 

Into the hidden mysteries of life. 

Until by nice declension ye may reach 



44 The Rambler's Calendar, 

To where life blends with things inanimate; 

But God hurls back your weapons on yourselves : 

Your cunning uses to display His cause 

And might superior. What though ye delve 

Below the surface, and the law perceive, 

His way is upward, from least things to greatest ; 

Each little life speaks His creative hand, 

Springs from its egg, waxes, and wanes and dies. 
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JUNE. 



From toil set free, the balmy eve invites 

The unbusied throng to step the public way; 

To idle on the green; or on the bench, 

Rounding the sycamore, give swift release 

To penned up knowledge, 'prisoned but an hour; 

So keen each one to show his finer light. 

And fire his neighbour's lamp at his own blaze. 

Beside the barn antique, whose walls, oak ribbed, 

Rude years have bleached, the gathered youth proclaim 

Their noisy pastime, followed age on age. 

Here, too, the village tryst, where, winter long, 

The stalwart thresher plies the whirling flail; 

Listening the soldier's story, as he flogs. 

With beat unbroken, the long suffering straw. 

Now note the village elders, the rude play, 

Their thoughts all backward turned; and, fired anew. 

Point their own prowess in the days gone by. 

How swifl their race, at ball play how untired ! 

Each new remembrance, opening further field 

Of thought, when life's tide raced their youthful veins. 

Degenerate now the days: 'tis age's warrant. 

By moving tale to fire the youthful mind. 

Daring it to excel; and so preserve, 
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A pleasing hope, the nation from decay. 

Adown yon pebbly path, a chequered way, 

A prattling child, its white-haired grandam leads. 

Whose withered hand, embrowned, its shoulder clasps. 

As ivy stem enwreathes the marble ura 

This maiden throng, intent on its own joy. 

Pleaches with sombre rush the daisy white, 

Or, with contriving finger, hoops the weed; 

And, with a smiling earnestness, bedecks 

One laughing infant with the juicy chain, 

Or binds a coronet on baby brows. 

Shall e'er again delight so thoroughly fill 

These hearts in after years? Soon, one by one, 

The laughing tribe shall quit the village green; 

The low-roofed cottage, and the cheery school; 

And, with a serious heart, bid fond farewell. 

Too oft for ever, to their childish joys. 

'Midst many blessings from a joyful throng. 

Lining the public way, the high-born bride. 

The ancestral roof forsakes ; while gladdening h5m[ins 

The accomplished vow proclaim; and forth she fares, 

To all a type of happiness and joy — 

These not apart in nature, but in place. 

Their all a simple life, wealth never spent. 

Go forth, a toilsome and unnoted way. 

A sister's kiss, or a grieved mother's tear. 

Their only dowry; and remembrance sweet 

Of childhood's joy, their priceless heritage. 

Thy hand, attentive Fildes, with genius rare. 

Hath limned the story of the maid betrayed, 
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Abandoned, lost; who in despair hath sought 

The flowery shelter of her early years, 

But sought, alas ! in vain. The ruined cot, 

Tells how the mother, broken-hearted, died; 

While he, her sire, more toughly natured, strove, 

For many years, a wifeless, childless man. 

To brave misfortune, but at length overcome. 

Slept with his partner in the quiet grave. 

Frequent the story in his ear who seeks 

To know the hamlet's ways: a shameful tale; 

He ever shamed who such wild ruin wrought. 

A moment linger in this pleasing shade. 

Where towering chestnuts twine their rugged arms. 

And spread their leafy fingers 'gainst the sun. 

Within this crumbling wall, by mosses shagged, 

A foot's breadth hardly distant from the din 

Of childish laughter, or the steady foot 

Of villager, home seeking from his toil. 

Nestles a ruined hamlet of the dead. 

Within the graveyard, softly mantled o'er 

By hooding ivy, oblivion's steady friend. 

Still lifts the sturdy tower o'er roofless fane. 

Asking remembrance of the passer by. 

Where now the swelling harmony which rose, 

Age after age, to the all Father's throne. 

And mounted to the roof, from fervent hearts? 

Where now the manly voices that, for years, 

A thousand haply, fed the listening throng 

With words of comfort, warning, or reproof. 

From page of holy writ ? Where now the babes 
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First sprinkled at the font; or youthful souls, 

With hearts already knit in bonds of love, 

Who to this altar brought their marriage vows? 

Where the salt tears that streamed from parents' eyes, 

Mourning death's prize, stolen 'midst the bloom of years? 

Or his heart-cleaving sigh, who to the grave 

Gave back the form, that lived but for his love? 

Withal, where dwell the high and noble thoughts 

Once living, life's reality to them. 

Of earnest worshippers who life's fight fought, 

And bravely, 'gainst the troubles of their lot ? 

Earth hath no record even of earthly things ; 

The mounded grave hath in the meadow sunk. 

Even the pious stone, fondly upraised. 

To tell life's virtues, or its many woes. 

Hath slid beneath the weed. These darkening trees. 

The quivering aspen, and the solemn thorn. 

The whispering poplar, and the hoary elm, 

A time-worn rugged throng, alone are left 

To point the ancient story, and proclaim 

Life springs from death, and turns to death again. 

Yet though the hungry past hath eaten away 

All record of the peacefril, humble throng, 

Doth nought survive to witness of their love ? 

Yea, even the vagrant thoughts that filled their souls. 

Within the all-wide bosom of their God, 

Have an eternal dwelling. Thus assured, 

The nameless closely cling to fiiture bliss, 

Life being little joy. A childhood, nipped, 

By stern reproof, of its wild gaiety; 
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A youth constrained and harrowed in its hope; 
A manhood toilsome, and with pain upborne; 
Life's swift decline, watched fiercely by grim want. 
Make hastening death seem but a coming friend. 
Whose presence brings relief. But even thus bound, 
From time to time hath pleasantness beguiled 
Such wayfarers a moment on their way. 
The childish frolic, and the youthful feat, 
Parental pleasure, and the wayside chat. 
Silvered life's frequent gloom. They then as we. 
Walked the shorn mead, or sought the river's brink; 
Listened the tuneful choir, and stepped the field, 
When, white to harvest, smiled the sunny plain. 
These now our joys, like theirs to pass away. 
And be, like theirs, forgotten. Not yet the sod, 
Ev'ry memorial of man's love hath claimed; 
But, scattered wide, the later dust remains. 
With pious notice of its pilgrimage. 
Here sleeps, in peace, one whom his fellows loved; 
His charity recorded on the stone: 
Neighbouringly the infant rests in bliss, 
Whose life of sorrow broke a mother's heart. 
Afar, a maiden, blooming into life. 
In sunny comer rests; one rugged verse, 
Recording a fond father's ceaseless grief; 
Whilst here the simple sculpture points the tale 
Of him who walked the earth a hundred years. 
Enough, and more, are these, to point man's way: 
Varied his end; Heaven is his common hope. 
What though he loudly vaunt his passing hours, 

D 



so The Ramblef^s Calendar, 

Or hide secluded 'neath the cottage roof? 

Within the churchyard's narrow round, at last, 

Equal he comes, and leaves behind his care. 

On silent wing, the stealthy bat flits by. 

The ragged window threading, as he darts 

Upon his gauzy prey, or, floats along 

The last gold beam, flung through the roofless aisle. 

Throned on the nodding birch's topmost spray. 

The sweet-billed throstle sings his evening song. 

His dainty throat bathed in the yellpw beam; 

And, 'thwart the primrose sky, on pinion broad. 

The solemn rook sails homeward from the field; 

A laggard kind, his lazy flight here shamed 

By silvery cushat winging swift and ware. 

Whereto yon flamy pine o'ertops the hedge. 

Housing his fearful mate; who now abrood, 

Sits watchful and alarmed; and, doubtful, eyes 

The wain beneath, with rustling hay high piled. 

A toilsome throng, around, await the word 

Not given, to cease their toil; for, o'er the field. 

The spectral mist is wreathed, a signal sure 

Hath come the hour of rest. Though others drudge 

At life's full stretch before the glowing forge; 

Or bear the r)rthmy discord of the loom ; 

Or, life long striving, give a shape exact 

To some mechanic need, heart deadening toil. 

With keener longing none love evening's hour 

Than these who ply the long rake's blistering heft. 

Throughout the noontide's glead; or, greater stress. 

Poise on the shining prong the grassy load; 
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Or the sweet herbage teem, and make the stack. 

Unlike the foolish humour of the town, 

Prolonging night, until the morning's grey, 

Bids man his day begin, these simple kinds 

Dial a summer's day; wake with the light ; 

Go forth rejoicing in the glistering morn; 

Faint in the garish noon, and slowly droop, 

As the red orb dips slowly down the west, 

And sink with him to sleep. Lo! from the east 

Da/s vanquished king his gilded host recalls. 

Hastening before swift night : yet as he falls, 

The kingly purple forms his vestment stilL 

The pleasing prospect shrinks, the welkin wide. 

Save the weird north, confessing conquering night 

There, lingering long, the twilight braves the hours; 

Glimpse of unnighted lands, where the brave day 

Now scorns night's circling arms, and stoops to kiss 

Each icy pinnacle with lips of fire. 

Ere forth he springs to climb the eastern vault. 

And make continuous day. Twilight ! abide ; 

Fairest and loveliest of the winged hours ; 

Still flash thy silver shield athwart the blue. 

And dare the coming gloom. Thou, thou alone, 

Seemest to linger dauntless in the heaven. 

To give swift life a pause. Along the line 

Of sunbright hours, man goes from task to task, 

Nor stays to sum the profit of his toil ; 

But thou ope'st wide the folded wing of thought. 

And bidd'st the soul to soar. Why look we forth 

Into thy tranquil light, and still look forth 



52 The Rumple f^s Calendar. 

As night o'erscarfs thy light serene, and shrinks 
Thee to a halo circling in the north, 
But that thou typest infinity, and mockest 
The sun God, sinking purpled as with wine; 
Or gorgeous as the soldier in the field. 
In 'bloody garment wrapped; fit type of time 
With all its passions, glories, tumults, strifes. 
Yet in oblivion ending. 
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JULY. 



Welcome! ye days, when gladness fills the land; 
When life is little care; and every thought, 
Crowding the mind, with the mind's ease is tinged. 
His pleasure small, whose soul swells not with joy. 
When come the summer days; or in them sees not 
His love who bade them be. Clothing the slope, 
The shaven sward, sunflecked, and amber stained, 
Speaks the hay harvest won; while in a nook 
Retired, the sweating stack loads the light breeze 
With trail of balmy herbs, an incense breathed 
By Nature o'er her own sweet sacrifice. 
Here, lambs, new-weaned, becrop the aftermath, 
Or frisk upon the lawn, or crowd the gate; 
Or harmless battle joining, butt the air. 
So blessed their new found freedom, ne'er they heed 
The mournful bleatings of the ewes forlorn. 
Ranging the neighbouring croft, and teaching truly. 
No voice so sad as her's who mourns her child. 
Within the stream, the kine, deep uddered, stand; 
Their joy complete to feel day's fervid beam, 
And sip the tepid flood; a safe retreat 
From winged wanderers, studious of their harm, 
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That range the summer air, and goad the herd. 

Further removed, in woody hollow held, 

Slumbers the shining pool : its solemn depths 

Unstirred, save by the gliding water snake. 

Roused basking on the marge. Quick he uncurls; 

And from his scaly sides the jewelled rays 

Stream ofif as forth he darts within the reeds. 

To gain the middle flood; where, proud he turns, 

Rearing his haughty crest, and biding unawed. 

Watchful, the lonely Hem the shallow quits. 

And in ascending circles slowly mounts. 

With foot and neck outstretched, the pine-topped hills; 

Thence free to fly, he gathers close his limbs, 

And seeks more tranquil shore. The thymy banks 

Give out their sweetest breaths; while, scattered round,. 

With heaven blue eye, the bashful speedwell peeps 

At day's bright orb, yet falls 'neath glance too keen. 

The humming brethren from their arrowy flight 

A moment here are stayed, stooping to drink 

The honeyed cup, and load wax-bearing thigh — 

A busy kind, by no delusion fed; 

Taking the top of the time, in hope to pass 

The winter's chill unharmed, a strife e'er keen. 

Withal, flit by the velvet pinioned tribe, 

A slow and silent brood, floating along, 

As the spent roseleaf from the lofty briar. 

Wanders sidelong to earth. No need in these 

To toil from mom to eve, or keep afield 

Till night compel them home; since, being bound 

In other fellowship to earth, their hour. 
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Thus, or in mimic battle 'midst day's beam, 

Or on the purple thistle proudly swaying, 

Careless they pass. Inexorable the law 

Narrowing their day, and by a many foes, 

Made shorter stilL Lo! yonder Firetail leaves 

The shady twig, and darts athwart the pool; 

His prize the silken butterfly that sports 

Lightly 'midst the sun's blaze; a pretty strife. 

Yet cruel as the slaughter of a host 

When right 'fore might declines. Where is love's law? 

When these, so near akin to helplessness. 

Shattered by the same hailstone, or the flaw, 

Deal in destruction? Yet, who e'er hath scanned 

The stretch of being, sees not in such strife 

Glimpse of His higher law, who gave all room 

To flourish, but to none gave utter rule. 

Behold God's way in yonder lasting oak, 

Lord of the soil, within whose sheltering arms 

The fainting herd repose; whose rugged limbs 

Threaten, not woo the blast; and wring regard 

Even from rustic's eyes. What cunning tool 

Hath the great Maker used to shape it thus? 

Lo ! nesting in the bud, the little worm. 

Child of a varied sept, that wound the leaf. 

And raise the gall, or the oak apple round. 

Its forward growth it thwarts; and causes shoot. 

Buds sideways set, else, doomed to droop and die; 

Each year the tale increasing, till the tree. 

In crooks, and forks, and elbows, hugely swells. 

Thus humbly He outworks His mighty ends. 
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Nor stays His way foredoomed The fiery sun 
Now all his strength uninasks; while Nature cowers 
Beneath the onset fierce. Fearing his dart, 
The languid herds into the shade withdraw, 
Seeking the dank cool sod ; while they who woo 
The morning beam, and pour the song profuse, 
In wildering thickets hide. The busy coots 
Forsake the flood, and, 'neath the root-clasped bank. 
Await the day's decline; or in the reeds 
Their sooty younglings brood; or harshly call 
Some wandering fledgeling home. Lo; in the mire 
The unwieldly sow, with ploughing snout, betrims 
Her muddy bed, plastering her bristly sides; 
And, in the reeking ordure seeking ease. 
Wallows outstretched, and grunts her present bliss. 
Yon colts, unbacked, in juicy paddock penned, 
The sheltering hovel crowd; striving to gain 
Its darkest depth, and flee day's scorching ray: 
Thus eager all to win some swift relief 
From summer's sweltering glow. Enough for these. 
To follow Nature's hest; but man, enforced 
To greater hardship, joined to nobler hope, . 
His toil foregoes not, though his body droop 
Beneath his irksome task. Amidst the field 
The brown-cheeked stripling, scarce above the corn, 
His sounding clapper plies; his master's eye, 
E'en here upon him thrown, urging him bear 
The o'erwhelming glare, lest firom a cruel tongue 
He meet a coarse reproof. His childish hands, 
With ready skill, within the leafy hedge 
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A shapely bower have weaved; but still his trust 

With honourable care he keeps, and cfies without, 

In sweetest treble, 'gainst his feathery foes. 

'Neath the constraint he chafes, and from his eye 

Revolt peeps proudly, yet his way he plods. 

And ends the toil he hates. 'Tis ever hard 

To drudge at tasks whose worth the mind mistrusts. 

But soon the smarting soul life's lesson learns. 

Obedience is the father of command. 

Welcome, ye groves ! ye woodland thickets hail ! 

Fair Nature's temple ye, where she enshrines 

Her flowery gems, and hides the dainty fern. 

Where clambering woodbine, as huge censor swings; 

Where flock the birds, gay winged; and they who move 

The soul with music sing the morning hymn. 

Piercing the glossy brake, his branching horns. 

The lordly stag betray; his yellow sides 

Hid 'neath the cooling feni. Around him cower 

His hinds, large eyed, who shake the limber ear 

And fright the buzzing crowd. Children of fear, 

At man's intrusive foot, watchful, they rouse; 

The tangle thread, and steal to deeper shade. 

With measured step, and glances backward thrown. 

Easily scared, the guarded pheasant shrills 

The note alarmful; and, on golden wing. 

Over the bracken skims; till more affeared. 

Or, his roost nearing, arrow-like he towers. 

Cleaving the ambient air; his ruddy plumes. 

Flashing with many, fires, ere down he swirls 

And hides his beauteous form. With strident note. 
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The gaudy jay, keen watchman of ^the wood, 

Himself aquake with fear, the traveller sees ; 

Rousing the little people, as he flies 

From oak to oak ; the while his burnished wings. 

New splendour catching from the straggling beam. 

The fearful squirrel, robbed of his carouse. 

Swift scales the beech; where, noiseless, long he clings, 

By terror fixed, eyeing man's hateful form; 

Nor stirs till he retire, or nearer steps, 

When, taking heart, he darts from bough to bough, 

Or, circling the grey bole, creeps to his nest 

'Tis hard to say good-bye unto a child. 

The while his soul, mounting his dewy eyes, 

Leaps into'ours, or, haply, steals our own; 

Sad, too, the moment when imperious time 

Beckons the wanderer from the forest's depths. 

Rarely from him, who reverently seeks 

T' unveil her charms, is hidden her beauteous face, 

Or long withheld her voice, that unto him 

Breathes nought but music, whatsoe'er her mood. 

What wonder then, when summer crowns the year, 

We linger on the outskirt of the glade, 

Marking the dancing shadow on the sward, 

From nodding birches flung, as low they stoop. 

Beneath the zephyr's press, and rise again. 

Thou better half of beauty, modest shade, 

'Tis now thy hour; and, as thou creep'st to claim 

Thy heritage, and lay'st thy softening hand 

On all the woodland waste, the drowsy day 

Makes thee Title's mistress, and to thee is bequeathed 
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The guardianship of night. Yet, ever humble, 

Thou gently shroud'st each sparkling leaf, and steaFst 

Along the sun-kissed bough; while siVry bent, 

Or golden blossom, or encrimsoned briar. 

Sink in thy soft embrace; and thou dost fold 

In silvery robe the gently dying day. 

Forth one by one, now from the screening bower 

Come they of merry pipe; and now, rejoicing. 

The wing^ multitudes mount the soft air, 

Buzzing their brief delight To greet thee, steals 

Forth from her noisome earth the wary fox. 

Followed by woolly brood; who, at the foot 

Of yon shag bank, pursue their pretty play, 

Coursing around their dam, or, mischievous. 

Mouthing her ample brush; winning a stroke. 

Never unkind, from monitory paw. 

Or nip from harmless tooth; enough to lay 

The kitten low, and teach him better ways. 

Short hour of peace ; the crackling twig affrights 

All to their gloomy den; till hunger keen 

Compel the vixen forth; halving her heart 

'Twixt love and murther, both on her imposed. 

Lo ! here, surprised, the slender stoat, defies 

Man to the utterance; his murtherous jaws 

By gasping linnet stretched; and, with a heart 

Too big for his lean frame, his courage gleams 

From out his kindling eyes; but, awed at last, 

A keener grip he takes, and leaps away. 

Now, one by one, eve trims her silv'ry lamps. 

And brightens heaven's dark face. Each sparkling world 
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Man's soul inspiring with the gentle hope, 
It, too, shall find its resting place in Heaven. 
Bounded his knowledge, but with endless hope, 
To this he clings; nor systems, nor decrees. 
Shake his young faith, nor blunt his pleasant joy. 
Welcome, ye stars, teachers of man, and friends : 
Him in your pretty ways and shining paths 
Ye teach to love the Maker of the whole; 
Less awful than familiar: and, through ye. 
Whose wondrous wanderings through the universe 
Man's heaven-lit eye hath tracked, he humbly learns 
How awful God, how deep the Almighty's ways. 
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AUGUST. 



Throughout the land, from all who till the soil, 

Goes up a faltering prayer; for now hath come 

Their hour of hope and fear; and, 'fore their eyes, 

The twelvemonth's harvest whitens in the sun. 

Now every sunset with its evening red, ' 

And every morning with its silvery mist. 

And every trembling of the arrowy vane, 

Even the seaweed hung within the porch. 

With watchful eye are scanned; each heart and tongue 

Pointing the brief suspense. Man much foresees, 

Plots, plans, contrives, and struggles hard to win 

His labour's first fruits; but in this keen time, 

When moments end the strife, in gain or loss, 

He, helpless, seems as one who takes no thought : 

Waiting His higher pleasure, who hath set 

The seasons and the times. Here, let us sing 

The song of expectation, and again, 

In humble phrase, the husbandman make known. 

Who e'er hath felt a passionate desire 

To win his heart's own love, but lives, constrained, 

Within his breast to quell each kindling hope, 

And wait the chance of time ; knows now his thought, 

Who sees his smiling acres all aglow, 
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Yet dares not call for sickle nor for scythe. 

Not yet the moment, when unto the field 

His hinds, brown-cheeked, he bids. These, scattered wide. 

Reap the reed harvest in the neighbouring marsh. 

Or few the dyke, or the new staddle build, 

Or, wanting work, the crazy hovel patch. 

Or, with the cleansing lime, make white the stall 

Each, at his task, the anxious farmer seeks. 

Not watchful of their toil, but prone to learn, 

From lips familiar, and from eyes long used 

To catch the fleeting humours of the sky. 

When he may venture forth unto the field. 

To shear the golden grain. As much in doubt. 

The idle team appear, now freed from toil; 

And o'er the homestead left awhile to roam. 

Closely they herd, dozing in happy ease; 

Switching with mane or tail the galling fly. 

Or, nibbling with a friendly tooth the mane 

Of some, pleased at their loss. Across the field 

The farmer slowly strolls, and 'fore him bounds 

His brindled greyhound, source of winter's joy. 

Toward the team he leaps, and, pla37ful, barks 

At every heel; but they, nowise affeared. 

Their lithe tormenter brave, and look serene 

On every antic But a change behold 

When their proud lord forsakes the well-worn path, 

And saunters towards the drove. With pointed ears. 

And snort mistrustful, and with stamping hoof. 

They note the intrusion on their hour of peace ; 

While as he nears, with hand outstretched, the spot. 
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They in a panic thunder o'er the field. 
Again unto his yellow field he strides, 
Seeking the nearmost gate, his hourly watch, 
And scans the vast expanse with eager eye. 
Who, with a heart unmoved, can e'er behold 
The tall wheat waving 'neath the western breeze, 
A sunny golden sea; whereon the shade 
Of yon white cloudlet, lonely in the sky. 
Drives like a phantom ship across the plain? 
Not this the farmer's thought; another joy 
Seizes his soul, since now witii hasty hand 
He plucks a heavy ear, and 'twixt his palms 
Threshes the grain; and, with an even breath. 
Winnows the chaff, and 'neath judicial tooth 
Grinds every com. Joyful, at last he finds 
The flinty kernel; and his eye, long time 
O'erclouded with a lowering brow, grows bright, . 
While his hard features soften to a smile. 
A cheery whistle brings his wandering hound 
Back to his foot; and 'neath a new found joy, 
Its slender loin he strokes, and pats its side; 
And looes it as it races round and round. 
Now from the burthen of his care set free; 
Free, too, an hour to roam; his polished spud, 
The close companion of his daily round. 
Ne'er with the wasting thistle making peace, 
He shoulders, and with springing foot sets forth, 
To mount the shifting dune and scan the sea. 
Who that, first time hath listened to the roar, 
Far from the haughty cliff or wind-built hill. 
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Of the wild breaker trampling on the sand, 
Hath not been awed? The solemn thunder's peal; 
The withering blast ; the whistle of the hail ; 
Move each the soul, and speak God's awful power; 
And the great sea, whose mighty voice doth boom 
Above the tempest, or 'midst summer's calm. 
Murmurs in soothing cadence; speaks withal 
Of Him who loosed the flood and shaped the land. 
Winning with toil the sandy steeple's top, 
Upon his staff he leans ; and long he stands 
In meditation fixed; but his dull thought 
Dwells not on all around, but often counts 
His workers and his tools; and plans with care 
The morrow's labour, 'midst the harvest field. 
What beauty else had filled the seer's eye? 
Even at his foot broadens the yellow strand, 
Kissed into gold by the unclouded sun. 
And tossed in snowy billows by each breath 
Of the keen breeze, sweeping the yielding shore. 
Lo! now the glittering sea stretched rood on rood. 
Delights the heedful eye; while, as the gaze 
More searching grows, the fleeting beauty flies 
Man's power to fix its bound; or, mark the line. 
Where sparkling wavelets mingle with the sky. 
Even as some blue-eyed maid, with loving eye. 
Looks on the shining pearl, and, flash for flash. 
Makes beauty's vict'ry doubtful, so the wave. 
Sparkling beneath the unfathomable blue. 
Him leaves in wonder still who'd fain be judge, 
And say which loved he most, or sea or heaven. 
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Now from the farthest deep is loosed the cloud, 

The creature seeming of their loving kiss, 

And slowly, as the distant barque, white winged, 

Sails 'thwart the peaceful main, it onward steals, 

Roving the trackless ocean of the sky; 

Cloudlet on cloudlet mounts, a shining host; 

Till all the aery vault is dappled o'er 

With fleecy beauty, and the silvery sea. 

Once nought but light, with purple bands is gloomed. 

Say ye ! whose kn9wledge of mankind is most, 

Doth ever he sojourn in bliss complete 

Who hath not known the cloud of care, somewhile, 

Darken the sunny prospect of his years ? 

Loves he not more the minutes and the hours 

When happiness unclouded filled his soul. 

For that the tempest was awhile unloosed 

Upon him ; or e'en robbed him of his joy? 

So 'tis the moment now to mark how fair 

Hath been the splendour opened to his eye; 

For to the smiling beauty of the sea 

A forced farewell we take; even all the main 

Scowls 'neath the night-like gloom; and the black cloud 

Writhes snake-like through the air, and hides the day. 

Hardly, Chimaera from her triple throat. 

Wasting with fire the Lycian plain, or winging 

O'er snow-capped Taurus, sped more awful way. 

Than this, now the white lightning rends the cloud, 

And fiery tongues leap forth; and in its womb 

The hollow thunder groans. Wide it extends 

Its swarthy pinions; and the scathing hail 
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Streams downward from each wing; while as it cleaves 

Its horrid way, follows the screaming blast, 

Lashing the trembling ocean in its rage. 

Onward it speeds, palling the smiling land, 

And scattering destruction as it flies 

Along the plain: nor spends its awfiil strength, 

Though every moment shrink the terrored eye. 

From blinding flash; and the attentive ear. 

Start from the thunder crack; yet in that hour. 

When fear is most alive, when the tried soul. 

Bravely upbearing 'gainst the dreadful war. 

Yet conscious of God's mercy in the strife, 

Droops 'neath the long suspense; the moment comes 

To note the lessening flash and longer pause. 

And feel new hope stir softly in the breast 

Where first leapt into sight the filmy cloud, 

Whiter than seamew's wing, a dazzling speck 

Flutters upon the brine; and the glad wave. 

Joyfully dances 'neath the smiling beam. 

Adown the landward vault, its troublous way 

The fatal cloud yet wings; and still the air 

Shakes from the thunder-clap; and from its jaws 

Glances the arrowy flame; but as the sound 

Of battle, long decided by one shock 

Of arms, the deadliest, from the furthest field, 

With ceaseless din yet rolls, the aery war 

Afar survives; while here sweet peace hath come, 

Freeing us count our losses and our woes. 

From out the overcharged soul, an earnest prayer 

Of thankfulness goes forth ; so soon the heart 
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Its selfishness asserts, and God is thanked 
For our deliverance. But, huddled close. 
Yon cowering herd lie fixed in instant death, 
And o'er the fruitful plain, the wasting storm 
With hateful rage hath passed; and the tall wheat 
Lodged on the sodden soil; or, worse mischance. 
Threshed by the whirlwind into useless straw. 
Regard his woe, thou whom the storm and flaw 
Passed by without a pang: since, it may be. 
Something on earth, whose life made glad thy years, 
Mother, or wife, or child; or even the hound. 
Whose care was but to please, were in their hour 
Of greatest love hurried away by death, 
Leaving thee joyless 'midst the wreck of years. 
If time hath taught thee this, then canst thou feel 
The farmer's sorrow, who in this brief hour 
Suffers so much, yet bears it in his breast. 
We suffer more in loss of hope than pelf; 
Since hope sits by us while we toil and strive, 
Singing her ditty into listening ears; 
And, when the stroke of fate leaves us unhoused. 
Our loss less angers us, than the false song. 
Which fooled us into bliss. Him then we leave 
To whom hope is denied, and in whose soul 
Life's sweetest helpmeet, resignation, comes. 
To weld his shattered hope, and teach the truth. 
Life is but suffering from the font to grave. 
Yet think him not all joyless, who hath flung 
Delusive hope away: A real joy 
In mere tranquillity is found; and settled peace 
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Springs from the knowledge that hath passed the worst; 

So one long trembling 'neath the raging gale, 

In the calm's nothingness a pleasure finds. 

If ever hope again should rule man's breast, 

Luring him onward, and once more enfire 

His cheerless eye, 'twould be as now to see 

After the awfuV storm, nature e'en seem 

Repentant of the strife, and all her charms 

Blazed newly 'fore our eyes. Where raged the strife, 

'Midst wind and flood, or curled in smoky folds 

The dingy cloud, immense; in smiling ease. 

Wantons the silvery sea, an opal rare, 

Hooped by the golden shore. While as the shade 

Of the faint filmy cloud steals o'er the sea, 

Each purple islet, brings no thought of gloom. 

But serves to mark the everheightening shine. 

O'er the tall billow, where the rising shore 

Shatters the climbing wave, on snowy wing 

The seamew flutters; and the broken surge. 

Spending its strength, marbles the golden strand 

High o'er the bank, where the coarse-bladed grass 

Ripples beneath the breeze, the falcon hovers, 

Beating the ambient air; and 'neath her skims, 

Pursuing and pursued, the whistling swift, 

Threading the lower hills in ceaseless chase; 

Ready at dawn to take its ocean flight. 

And seek in w^astes, remote, a fuller joy. 

Come ye who love sweet Nature, and can find 

Joy in her heaths, and moors, and marshes wild, 

Look with us o'er the fen ; where the still pool, 
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Narrowing away, glows with a many fires, 
Glassing the splendid sky; or list the song 
Of softly rustling reed, a music prized. 
Since, in Arcadian vales, Nature^s great God 
. Herein found harmony divine, and made 
The reed interpret all His love to man. 
Yet not more pleasing to the listening ear 
Her mournful cadence, than unto the eye 
The purple top, bowing beneath the breeze. 
Or rising now, the parent of the dance. 
Halswelle ! thy soul oft swept the golden string 
Of Nature's harmony, ere thou didst dip 
Thy cunning pencil in the hues of light, 
And to man's pleased eye pourtrayed the Fen. 
Hold thou thy daring tongue, who claim'st to judge 
Painters or poets' place, 'midst those who seek. 
And humbly, to interpret God's design. 
Each loyal to his love. In art's wide realm 
There lives not rivalry, but brotherhood; 
Here with the insight genius commands. 
One feature of fair Nature's face thou showest. 
With tenderer touch, e'en than the poet's word. 
Yet as thy art hath bound, and ever shrinks 
From night's chill touch, nor loves her circling arm ; 
Thou leavest thy peer to dally with the dark, 
And on the obedient page, outpour his soul. 
Now night throws her sad mantle o'er the scene. 
Swathing in silver mist the quiet fen; 
But in her train, peep forth the timid stars. 
From out the tearful blue. Lo! graceful curves 
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The streamy comet 'thwart the nether sky, 

Ever to man a wonder and a show; 

But of its terror shorn, since man hath tracked 

Its footstep through the universe, and shown 

It, too, obeys the Maker and His law. 

Now with attentive gaze, too rare the sight. 

And lovely, for the. watcher to forget. 

He scans the slumbering ocean, and beholds 

Each dreamy swell with light phosphoric tipped ; 

And though his charmed vision fail to fix 

Its resting place a moment, still his eye 

Treasures each flash, and his loud-beating heart 

Proclaims the measure of his bosom's joy. 

What hand less loving than the bard's may note 

The fiery moon loom large upon the wave. 

And climb with queenly step heaven's sapphire floor; 

Until, from earth's mist cleansed, her silver light 

She flashes on the brine, and makes the wave 

A path of light, leading from earth to heaven. 

What is that hope set in man's doubtful breast, 

Bidding him see a life beyond his own, 

Whene'er he gazes on the boundless wave; 

Or views the lessening plain; or, from their top, 

Beholds the lengthening vista of the hills ? 

'Tis not for nought his hard material eye 

Is won to contemplation, and doth find 

Less pleasure in the sight, than in the hope 

His life also may go from point to point. 

Wandering adown the distance into light. 

Sad were his lot, whom sober reason tells. 
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Earth's beauty was before him, and his tribe, 
And will be when no more he walk the earth ; 
If, in his breast he cherished not the thought, 
By Him implanted there, who made the whole, 
Earth cannot be his home. But, as he looks 
Forth, on the climbing moon, or marks the star, 
Or tracks the falling meteor down the sky, 
Dissolved in its own light; his soul goes forth, 
In hope to join them on their shining way. 
And gain with them a resting place in heaven. 
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SEPTEMBER. 



Now nature sleeps. Keen winter's leavening frost, 

The vernal deluge, and the weltering beam. 

Progressive marked her pain, ere she bestowed. 

Her golden harvest, glory of the year: 

'Midst every modest garth, looms huge the stack 

Where silent thatchers spin their stringy webs. 

Athwart the ridge, to bind the stubby roof. 

And mock the wintry gale. Impressive change : 

Spoiled of its load, the empty waggon stands 

Unused, beneath the thorn; and, 'midst the field. 

The rake, iron-ribbed, remains. Hardly hath ceased 

The picker's warning to the hind aloft, 

Or softened into silence his blithe word 

Who ruled the willing team; while seems to dwell 

The shout of harvest home, as o'er the plain 

Lumbers the yellow load ; its soaring top 

By jocund toilers crowned. Now over all. 

Save where the distant sportsman wakes the air. 

Momentous silence broods : man's busy foot 

Forsakes the soil, and, o'er the callow ground. 

The wary partridge, and the fearful hare. 

Feast unalarmed. Even as in busy war 

The horrid tumult dies, to rouse again; 
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Or as the withering gust an instant quells, 
Or strand-borne breakers intermit their roar; 
So here tranquillity a moment lives; 
An eddy in life's storm. The idle wind, 
With man conjoins, to leave the unrobed earth 
Awhile to rest; and the faint filmy cloud 
Lies moveless in the blue. Glassing the sky, 
Unvexed, the silvery river glides at ease, 
Adown its grassy bank; while, o'er the flood, 
In sportive combat joined, the gleeful gnat 
Curvets in columned swarms; and, knotted close. 
The milky gossamer, aimless, drifts along, 
Wooing the stream; while with full spreading sail. 
The venturous thistledown 'lights on the wave. 
And scuds along its breast. Still, in the lift 
The busy swallow, moloch of the air, 
Harries the wing^ tribes; his tireless rage. 
Told in his eager note, as low he swoops 
Upon his heedless prey; or, featly poised. 
Dipping the deadly stream; or, bolder still. 
Intent to prove the triumph of his wing. 
Cleaving the yielding air, and soaring again. 
Now through his breast an insight of his fate 
Steals, and pervades the m)Tiads of his kind ; 
That, on the hanging willow clustering close. 
Take suddenly to wing; and, circling round. 
Their leafy perch resume. Even in the height 
Of easy pleasure, and of day-long joy, 
Whence comes the mandate to prepare for flight, 
To Spain or Afric's shores? The harvest moon 
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Shall scarce decline, ere snow, and gale, and flood 

Confess thee wise to flee; but this foreknowledge, 

Forbidding thee to linger 'midst life's sweets, 

How came it on thy mind? Oh! man much blessed 

By knowledge, and to speculation bom. 

Be not ashamed to own thyself at fault. 

And at the threshold still of God's design. 

Lo! here the brook's swollen waters noiselessly 

Glide in the mighty stream; a confluence 

Disliked, since, side by side, long time is marked 

The uncommingling flow. Come lovingly 

To step the winding pathway, marginal. 

Leading to plashy meads, and upland groves; 

Nor broken, save where pale-leaved alders droop. 

Or ancient elms their rugged arms overstretch 

The placid stream; or where the purple reed. 

Or tufted rush, and russet water-dock, 

Denote the narrow marsh. Roused from her haunt, 

Towers the timid snipe; and, half-alarmed. 

The moorhen shrills his note; yet huddles close 

Within his reedy house. Glancing along. 

The arrowy dragon-fly pursues his prey. 

Hawking along the hedge; or hot in chase, 

Flashes across the marsh; and having mouthed 

His helpless foe, suddenly, on wavy reed. 

With rigid wing, alights. Happier thy lot. 

Than thy unwary congener's, who floats 

Helpless upon the pool; his rainbow wings 

Enough to force him idly round and round, 

Fail him to rise; and his wild struggles spent 
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Within the pool, wherefrom he leapt to life, 
He slowly, surely drowns. Ambition's slave: 
Look in on these, and see th)rself portrayed : 
May be thou'lt thrive a scourger or a fiend; 
Or in the fulness of thy greatness tripped, 
Be in some darksome comer left to die. 
Now, as the busy eye, wandering along 
The cloud-gloomed sea, on a far point of light 
Rests, and its vivid course, entranced, pursues; 
Even here the kingfisher's enamelled coat, 
Fixes the gaze; as borne on blazing wing. 
He threads the winding brook, and speeds away; 
A thing of light, a lover of the shade. 
Go ! sad recluse, unto thy narrow cell. 
Hollowed in gloomy bank; thou leavest behind 
The wren familiar, and the water vole 
To ply their pretty trade. Here! wreathing round 
The rugged willow, creeps the wren, bold eyed. 
An antic blithe; a foil to him, who now. 
Beside the thorn, sits upright and sedate; 
Munching the wave-borne morsel Be these kinds 
Of larger soul, or hath not come to them 
Of man a wholesome fear ? Take equal thanks : 
Since ye make possible the dream of love. 
Haunting man's soul, that 'tis the highest aim 
To cherish, not destroy. The campion's star. 
On topmost stalk still smiles; a single flower, 
Last of a sunny brood, whose earlier death 
Leaves this transfigured, victor o'er decay. 
Along the hedge, the climbing nightshade strews, 
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Careless, her coral globes; and briony, 

Stays her prodigious growth to load the thorn 

With gleamy clusters, which, to every eye 

Proclaim its task accomplished for the year. 

Look in on this secluded nook of earth. 

The osier bed. By man's untiring hand 

Won from the spongy marsh; though now given o'er 

To weedy splendour and luxuriance; 

Wherein the bindweed's milky bell high towers. 

And yellow garlands, borne by pendant boughs. 

Witness the passing pageant of the year. 

Within the leafy covert still is heard 

The reed-sparrow's meek song; while redbreast bold. 

Darts from the shade, and overhead proclaims 

Him too a songster, ere he flits away. 

Next unto silence these; and now a time 

Of stillness, exquisite, o'ercomes the soul, 

A sense of life extinguished, yet of joy; 

Nor broken, till adown the lofty bole 

Of elm, cloud-fingering, rustling, falls a leaf, 

From bough to bough; that on the glassy pool. 

Softly alighting, rides; so light a thing 

Awakes the drowsy ear. But, as one barred. 

Long time, from heaven's kind beam, by light itself, 

As darkness is made blind; so now life's din. 

Stunning the untuned sense, doth but perplex. 

And hearing all, seems deaf to everything. 

What woos again the vagrant sense to judgment? 

It is, and should be, nature's sweetest voice, 

The ringing laugh of children at their play. 



The Rambler's Calendar, jy 

What matter if it swell from infant throats, 
From school repressive freed, or the wild game 
Followed with noisy joy? Tis innocence 
Enfires the heart that doth in gladness blaze. 
All heedful, now, amidst the pleasing calm. 
Greeting their swain the bleating flock is heard; 
While lowing kine the laggard maid invite, 
To filch their milky load. The cheerful hum 
Of panting engine, child of man's regard. 
By distance half attuned, steals through the air; 
And, music prized, the cow-boy's cheery call 
Trills o'er the level mead. Day's labour o'er, 
The burly waggon, haled by wearied team. 
Rumbles along the lane : a monotone 
Unbroken, save when the vexed teamster's voice 
Thunders above the roar, and, in a tongue. 
Known but to brutes, his heedful charges guide. 
His ire aroused, yon stately cock high perched. 
The war note trumpets; and from yard to yard 
Defiance shrill resounds. Intent on war. 
Or boastful to his flock, each disregards 
Eve's gathering gloom, and the continual din 
The watchful coUeys rouse, until the air 
With hot aggression shakes. Their frenzy o'er, 
The troubled hamlet into silence sinks. 
True harbinger of rest. Come easy, sleep, 
Best helper of mankind; the overwrought soul 
Welcomes thy brooding wing; and he, engaged 
In life's rude onset, winning thee, all gains. 
Even yon lorn outcast, wearing nature's badge 
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Of sin and folly, foe to social bonds, 
Beneath the stack secluded, softly creeps, 
Claiming thy aid; and thou, with liberal hand, 
Givest him thy blessing, and unlink'st his chains. 
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OCTOBER. 



This time the busy tiller of the glebe, 
Garnered his golden grain, his bams well filled, 
Yet, urged by the hard compulsion of his lot, 
Tortures the generous earth for further gains. 
From many a russet heap of twitch and weeds. 
The blue smoke, curling, mounts the scented air. 
Aloft proclaiming the deep lurking fire; 
Or, wafted gently by the western wind. 
Slow drives across the plain, a pleasing sight. 
Easy his task who wields the splasher keen, 
Stroke after stroke, and shears the ragged hedge 
Of summer growth fantastic, till 'tis smoothed 
And proof 'gainst the attack of wandering steer. 
Roaming the neighbouring field. The ditcher too. 
Pleased with his toil, the leafy tangle flings 
From out the mossy dyke, and builds a stack 
Of thorns and brambles on the loamy marge. 
Therein the furry tenants of the plain 
Thenceforth make house within the matted keep. 
Bidding defiance to the keenest blast, 
Nor leave till overturned, or frighted thence 
By prowling stoat, or their more common foe, 
The wily keeper, with his yelping pack. 
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Slowly he strides, fur capped, from heap to heap, 

And soon his practised ear receives the news 

From Brag or Pincher, that his enemy 

Lurks close within the shade. Swift from his poke 

The fiery ferret from its depths is plucked. 

And starts towards its prey. Swiftly doth fly 

The fearsome creature from its chosen bower, 

And, victim to the^ deadly tube, rolls o'er 

A lifeless form upon the ridgy fallow. 

The pleasant jingle of the shining plough. 

And ploughman's whisper to the willing team 

Threading the ruddy furrow, far off" is heard ; 

While the sweet whistle of the blue-eyed boy 

Cracking in mimic rage the curving whip, 

Comes trilling o'er the field. The fleecy flock 

Their milky sides to sober russet grown, 

Being on the fallow folded night by night, 

The scanty herbage crop. The thrifty swain 

Counts close his gains, and e'en the scanty blade 

From the late harvest shed, yields him its store. 

Who that amidst the town's perplexing din. 

Its fatal hurry, and ne'er ending strife. 

Turns not with loving eye to the still copse, 

Bosomed in misty blue, but all untouched 

By wintry winds; its leafy umbrage changed 

From summer's sober dress to autumn's garb, 

A flaming livery, but briefly worn. 

There in the fulness of their life mature, 

The jewelled leaves drop down, a noiseless shower,. 

Gilding the earth beneath ; the winged seeds 
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Of ash and sycamore fly off at once, 

And circle to the ground; while, plummet-like, 

The shining acorn, and the beech's fruit, 

Fall bounding from the soil Thus heaven provides 

In various fashion for her leafy loves. 

And their continuance contrives ; a joy to man. 

But not for him continued nor contrived. 

Not yet hath sullen winter empire gained 

O'er all the hours of light; but, changeful still. 

The golden beam shoots slantwise o'er the earth, 

Recalling the delights of summer time. 

Yet wanting her fierce heats and languor keen. 

Still in the welkin gleams the welcome blue. 

And though, oft shaded by the wandering cloud. 

Presage of wintry darkness, rules it still ; 

For ere the swarthy vapour glooms the scene. 

The smiling day appears. Thus follow close 

The joys and sorrows ; and ere yet hath sunk 

Our life in gloomy night, the kindly gleams 

Of sunny seasons light the deepening shade. 

Softening death's fell approach. E'er sweet the hope 

To him who feels life's winter in his heart. 

And sees its summer joys are narrowed down 

To fitful gleams and glances of delight ; 

That yet to him will come an endless day 

Where never storm, nor flaw, nor cloud are known. 

But hark! an eerie music fills the air, 

A note unvarying, but passing sweet; 

Striking the ear with wonder and with awe. 

Note upon note, the added sounds increase. 
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Filling the grassy plain, from mere to mere, 
Till earth becomes a wilderness of song 
By unseen spirits sung. Yon ragged colt 
With tossing mane, and earth-disdaining hoof. 
Dissolves the tender charm, and, upward, fly 
The glossy myriads of the starling tribe. 
Blackening the sober sky. From hedge and tree. 
And curling fogg, delight of stirk and steer. 
The whistling tribe ascend, and, gathering close. 
Move, cloud-like, higher yet; or, fancy seized. 
Swoop downward to the earth, a shining length, 
And, chattering, seek some vantage less disturbed. 
Lo ! still enchanted with his summer song. 
The faithful lark yet wings his upward flight. 
And trills his music in the balmy air. 
Still sweet the note, as when, adventuring all. 
He topped the April cloud, to win his mate; 
And with untiring pinion mounted high 
To tell to heaven his love. Sweet songster, aye. 
Art nearest friend of man. Like thee he broods 
The dull insensate ground, but all his joys 
Like thine point upward, and essays to rise 
Till winter chill his soul. Who hath a tongue 
To tell the glory of the forest wild ? 
Untutored beauty mocks man's petty art 
To compass or approach. Come humbly then. 
To learn how the great Teacher taught the savage, 
And beauty's worship planted in his mind. 
The chestnut's starry haulm whitens the sward, 
Flinging a silken splendour o'er the way; 
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While, frowns along the glade the black-browed gorse, 

Fold over fold; and, diademed with gold, 

The queenly birches droop their snowy arms, 

And tremble in the light; whilst nature's king. 

The forest oak, his bald crown bares to heaven. 

Mocking the strife of years. Upon him, still. 

His leafy harness hangs; than triple brass 

More shining; yet afar and upward stretch 

His naked hoary arms, that, bared for fight. 

Defy the lightning and the threatening storm. 

A thousand shapes he owns; yet ever bears 

A front imperial, and port sublime. 

Standing in his own realm the king of kings. 

About his foot, the winged bracken flings 

Its ruddy flames, glowing with many fires; 

Shrouding the falling acorn, else the food 

Of wary pheasant and the squirrel pert. 

Now at their harvest busy, and in time 

Nursing the little life to mightiest ends. 

Now, 'midst the maze, the traveller, far off", eyes 

The blue reek circling upward through the trees; 

And through the tangle, pricks a devious way. 

Unto the nook retired; where, round the fire. 

Gathers a sooty crew; who, constant, pile 

The rugged branches of the living oak ; 

Or dig the pit, or, shouldering the skep. 

The cooling charcoal bear, a monstrous load, 

With heavy foot unto the neighbouring hut. 

These point the traveller's way; and soon he notes. 

Bosomed in smiling fields, the tapering spire. 
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Kind finger-post to man on life's highway, 

The village nigh proclaiming. Here, elate, 

This time the yearly wakes, a heavy feast. 

The merry rustics press unto the green; 

Where the lithe antic sports upon the stage. 

And clamorous voices bid the plmighman seek 

The marvels of the show; while one more bold, 

Through brazen trumpet blares with awful note, 

The tragedy begins; where Hamlet dies 

Thrice in the hour; the poet murdered too. 

Wherefore the passion for the antic wild, 

Or feat of danger, or the monstrous shape 

Of man or beast, while earth runs her mild round, 

Each season showing to the loving eye 

Change infinite and pleasing? Turn, ye tribes. 

From false allurements, bosomed in the town, 

And sip the countr3r's sweets. If to be firee 

From pain be chiefest bliss, and not to fall 

Into temptation virtue's prime, make new your souls, 

And learn life's simpler loves. The footpath wild. 

The river's brink, the tree-embosomed lane. 

The plash of falling waters, and the song 

Of feathered myriads, happy in their bowers. 

Are joys unceasing, and remembered well. 

When the wild pleasure of the golden hour 

Hath vanished into nought. The level beam 

Of the declining sun cheerily reveals 

The glowing berry clustering on the thorn. 

Here lengthening many a chain ; and, herding close. 

The redwing, hurried from Norwegian snows. 
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Feasts on the gaudy fruit, a sumptuous meaL 

He, native bom, the blackbird, yellow-billed. 

Rouses the feathered tribes, as wild he flies. 

With wing low drooped, proclaiming danger near 

Inveterate chatterer, thou art ever nigh 

To fright the rambler on his lonesome walk. 

Or start the tiny crowd, who, fresh from school. 

Swarm joyous o'er the field; seeking to cull 

The bramble's fruit, to increase the housewife's store, 

Or, thriftless, feast on the low-hanging globes, 

Lips, hands, and cheeks empurpled with the spoil 

His work complete, comes not firom rest new strength, 

The sun low drooping dips the western hill. 

And wreathy mists enwrap the neighbouring vale ; 

But, monarch still, he dazzles as he dies. 

Flooding the welkin with his golden beam. 

And crimsoning the cloud which hangs in air 

Above his purple bed The savage wild 

E'er felt the transient beauty of the hour. 

And bowed in adoration to his god; 

But, better taught, ye happier souls can glance, 

E'en from this quintessence of glorious sheen, 

To Him who made, and gave, and all sustains. 
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NOVEMBER. 



Crowning the gentle slope, the lordly hall, 
O'er solemn grove, and shining pasture towers. 
Bright in the straggling beam. First kissed its spires 
The morning light, when fierce Sidonia's host 
Lay broken on the wave; and still it rears. 
With undiminished crest, its haughty head : 
The antlered herds, badge of ancestral pride, 
Roam uncontrolled the dumble and the brake. 
Or sun their spotted sides upon the sward; 
A peaceful kind, the last but slender link, 
When the wild beast roamed master of the isle. 
Guarding the lair, the graceful monarch stands. 
Stamping his polished hoof upon the turf. 
Suspicious of the breeze. In vain his care : 
From out the covert speeds the murtherous ball. 
Signalled in yon blue curl; and, ere the sound 
Fright wonder from his eyes, forward he falls. 
And in his dying rage ploughs deep the soil 
Swift-winged destruction ! thou art ever nigh, 
To mar our little joy. Our only bliss. 
Like thine fair denizen, is not to know 
In what dense shade the fell destroyer lurks. 
So we may toil unweeting to our end. 
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Within the court, high-walled, and painted o'er 
With starry moss, and lichen grey and yellow; 
Waiting the lord and master of the pack, 
Huntsman at head, the mottled beauties stand. 
Swift comes their lord; and round him gather close, 
With pleasure belled from many an eager throat. 
His musical companions of the chase. 
The favorite hack, led slowly by the porch, 
Erstwhile the attention of the crowd receives; 
And many a feathery stern around him waves. 
While some, confiding, his tanned muzzle kiss. 
Or leap high at his nose. Abroad they fare 
To seek the ecstatic pleasures of the chase. 
Delight entrancing ! let the moralist. 
Or, him unable to joy, drop angry brows. 
Against the fleeting madness; 'twill endure 
Beyond their questioning, since thins the blood. 
Coursing the channelled veins, to hear the cry 
And crash of breaking covert; or far off 
To listen the friendly halloa, which allures 
The faltering pack, whereto now steals the fox. 
Wily and well deserving to escape. 
Joys wait on wealth, and closely him attend 
Who spends but to delight the country round. 
And knit in one the people of the field. 
The child, blue-cheeked, climbing the knotty elm. 
To see the pageant streaming o'er the plain; 
Or waggoner who stops the stately team, 
Clamb'ring his topmost rathe, to view the throng. 
Withal the manly tenant of the soil, 
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Neighbouring the gorse, who booted for the sport 

To each a welcome gives, the same delight 

Feel, and forget the social lapse between. 

Be far the day when these kind bonds dissolve. 

And each intent on his particular good 

Forget life's pleasures must at large be shared, 

To be enjoyed at best The struggle keen 

For life and its enjoyments. Less intense 

His strife, and more to be enjoyed his lot, 

Who early takes this lesson to his heart. 

In common pleasure is the greatest joy. 

The humble toilers in the social hive. 

Eyeing the changeful year as wary foe 

To be encountered, and with care overcome, 

With this grim season hold a strict account, 

A varying tale of victory and defeat 

Beneath the shadow of the glittering vane. 

Home of a toilsome pair, the deep-roofed cot, 

Enribbed with forest oak, and smiling white. 

Lifts up its modest head from out the vale. 

On either hand the feathery hills arise. 

Weakening the blast, and the low arching sun. 

With feeble ray admitting still to shine. 

A misty length of pasture it engirths. 

Broken alone by filmy hedge, or tree 

Lifting to clearer skies. Here, well entrenched, 

The bristly hawthorn tops the well-fewed dyke. 

Sufficient stronghold 'gainst the enemy — 

The sharp-homed bullock of the neighbouring mead 

Within the hedge, four-square, and well disposed. 
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The quartered gaiden, from the seasons named, 

Spreads out its useful space. The reeded hives, 

Home of the humming multitudes, stand by 

In pitiful array, a city sacked; 

The rifled sweets to the dame's larder borne, 

A prize but won with strat^y and pain. 

A lusty youth with polished fork three-pronged 

Searches the long drawn ridge, and oft out turns 

The mealy tuber, till a glowing heap. 

Nature's free gift, and his own toil, attests. 

The pleasing sight, the tott'ring master lures. 

One life long used to labotu: with the spade. 

But now denied to him the pleasing toil. 

He sits serene, or hobbles, stick in hand. 

Amidst the triumphs of his busy years. 

To grafts and buds he points ; and, garrulous, 

Tells of the ample bole, than his weak arms, 

Of nobler girth, which from the tiny seed 

He reared and planted. Memory in him 

Smacks not of sadness; nor with downcast eye 

He notes its swelling growth, and his decay. 

Blissful decline, when with slow lessening strength 

Memory's keen edge is dulled, and the fine mind. 

One time aglow with knowledge, chars and shrinks. 

Being dead to all without, and but a spark 

Centred in self, tells of its former fire ! 

His little pride in him is chiefly summed. 

Who, toiling manfiilly beneath his eyes, 

Springs from his loins, bearing his grandsire's name. 

In him he lives; and in each vigorous stroke. 
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Pleasing illusion, his own strength beholds. 

Upon his wearied and oblivious mind, 

The passing scene no fix^d impress makes, 

But, as a footstep o'er an April mead. 

Or shadow gliding o'er a frozen field 

Without a trace, it vanishes away, 

Yet with a relish keen anew he points 

The stirring incidents in his young life. 

Or ripening manhood; when the danger found 

The great heart ready to endure the assault 

Thus it befel him one November night 

When time was young. Ceaseless, three nights, the rain 

The uplands deluged, and a thousand rills. 

In one conjoining, poured a mighty flood 

Into the valley, where his tiny brood 

In this same cottage nestling, breathed their joys. 

The maddened waters roared along the vale, 

Bur5dng each landmark 'neath the furious wave. 

Until the cottage, and the garden round. 

An island formed, amidst a boundless sea; 

But still unsatisfied, the angry flood 

Pursued him to his home, and with wild roar 

Swept o'er his small defences, and his house 

Spoiled and invaded. His helpless loves, the while 

Within the loft imprisoned, cried for help. 

Knowing naught save their hunger. Help came not. 

He felt a man forgotten and forlorn : 

While many a sinfiil thought tore his racked heart, 

Vowing wild vengeance 'gainst earth, air, and heaven. 

Whereby to mitigate his burning pain. 
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But 'tis not thus the tumult of the mind 

Is softened, nor its wonted ease restored; 

Forgiveness must be asked ere hope arise, 

And help but follows humbleness of soul. 

A moment pausing, as the smitten tree 

Sways ere it falls, irresolute he stood; 

Then, falling prone, he cried aloud to God. 

A manly strength renewed his failing limbs, 

While hope grew o'er him as a rising sun. 

In heaven's protection sure, to gain the land, 

'Midst many tears he plunged within the wave. 

To win the help denied. Well he withstood 

The furious buffets of the surging stream. 

And, 'midst a changeful fortune, now o'erwhelmed. 

And victor now, athwart the flood he toiled, 

Swimming the deep, the shallow wading o'er. 

And won at last the land. His cry soon heard, 

A friendly keel the wild waste quickly clove 

To bear his 'wildered treasures to the shore; 

And hence assured of God's good providence. 

No half-breathed doubt stands trembling on his lip. 

Nor flutters in his breast Content, he sees 

The beauteous earth fade softly from his eyes. 

Nor fears to tread the shores of the unknown. 

Furious the river rolls; th' increasing flood. 

By the slope bank long held within its course, 

O'erspreads the marsh, and deluges the holm. 

Her crooked flight, the snipe, long-billed, pursues. 

Screaming along the shore, a simple kind; 

While coot, bald faced, and shrill-tongued water-hen, 
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Half fly, half walk the wave, as forth they wing 

To win the distant holt, and from the reeds, 

With many a cry, procl^m the danger passed. 

The wary mallard with resplendent coat, 

His dames, brown feathered, fearful, gathered round. 

Eyes watchful the intruder on his home. 

And, rising, droops his painted webs; and starts . 

The listening welkin with his timorous cries. 

Circling they mount, till, safe from man's designs, 

A forward course they take, and fly away, 

With neck outstretched, in figure or in line. 

The bearded bittern in the shallow flood. 

Waits, statue-like, his finny prey, nor stirs, 

Till his keen eye, askance, surely detects. 

Too near his haunt, his human enemy. 

With outstretched wing, slow flapping, forth he sails, 

Vaulting the middle stream, until he nears 

The shaggy islet distant, where he drops 

With wings high folded, on the sliding brinL 

What centuries of slaughter have aroused 

The instinct preservative in these wild kinds 

To fly man's presence, fearful of his shape, 

Not caring whether he be friend or foe? 

Wherefore the fiend of all the wingdd tribes , 

Art thou unreasoning man, that they to thee 

Submissive crouch, or fly at thy approach? 

'Tis well to learn these simple denizens 

A place have won beneath their Maker's eye. 

To be regarded and preserved. The savage man, 

Urged by fell want, knowing nor let nor stay, 
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May be excused his warfare; but thou, less moved, 
Secure from want, who but to fill the void 
Of thy aye empty mind, a pleasure take 
In senseless slaughter, be thy hand restrained 
From its insensate lust. The drooping sun 
Gilds all the west, and on the river's breast 
Is glassed the glowing sky; but from the north 
The chill wind rising flecks the amber wave. 
Foretelling the fierce storm; and, slowly borne, 
A lonely snowflake, hovering, dips the stream; 
Kissing it as it dies. The icy host, 
Innumerable, dart upon the flood 
T' avenge the pretty death; but find a grave 
Within the hurrying stream. Brief as a glance, 
Day's last bright ray, the feathery myriads gilds 
A death transfigured, ere they dip the wave; 
Yet following close fast speeds the palling shower, 
Leaving a darkness wildering and profound. 
Sufficient now the task to step the path. 
Winding the river's brink, lessening the while 
To a thin ridge, cleaving the watery waste. 
The traveller's only guide. With painful step. 
The distant house he wins, and firom his heart 
Goes forth a prayer of thanks, not less sincere, 
Since it has little shape, and darkly speaks 
His inward gratitude. 



94 Tlie Rambler's Calendar, 



DECEMBER. 



Eldest of griefs, grim poverty! This hour 

Crowns thee again, a stranger in the land. 

Thy cell and thee almost forgot by those 

Sure of the bounty of the fruitful year : 

Now, thou'rt revenged to see the tattered coat, 

To view the saddened feature pinched by want. 

Or eye, once beaming, lustreless and sunken. 

The frozen window of a flameless hearth, 

Keen winter! with thy trenchant icy spear 

Thou comest to pierce, not overwhelm our life; 

Or, if destroyer, still a teacher art 

Wealth mocks thy terrors, and the coin hard wrung 

From near necessity thy rigour soothes, 

'Voiding thy direst stroke. They most exposed 

To thy untoward rage, most chiefly need 

The bitter lesson, and thou teachest where 

Less poignant twinges fail But still thou comest 

With blustrous footstep, galloping in haste, 

Finding a host helpless and unprepared. 

These your chief care, ye who more strongly housed 

Fend off the dire assault 'Tis not enough 

To guard your gates; disease, want's sister, troops 

With steady foot, a little step behind 
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Cold-handed poverty, and, once afoot, 
Clambers the wall yeVe set betwixt yourselves 
And all the miseries that live without. 
Prepare to help your kind, ye, who have wrought 
And brought the last load of life's harvest home ; 
E'en you who border on the narrow ground 
'Twixt hard-won ease and cheerful poverty. 
Cast freely your sweet mite into the scale, 
Proving sweet pity lives. On one low step 
About the throne of God, mankind are set, 
Distinction knowing not, save where kind deeds 
With sweet tongues plead to Him who knoweth all 
The moment now to learn how weak the chain 
Linking man to his kind. Here, crushed by want. 
The greybeard, frozen, crouches on the hearth. 
The dying cinders, his overhanging fate, 
Displaying 'fore his eyes. There rolls along. 
The sumptuous chariot, haled by nodding steed. 
In beaming gold arrayed. Within, a throng, 
Light hearted, wanton, glorying in the hour, 
Although the blast woo fiercely, since 'tis foiled 
By pile of sables, and the biting air. 
Deadly to some, but fires the languid cheek. 
E'en those not bound in human fellowship, 
The beasts domestic, who attend man's pleasure 
Difference as hateful show. On downy bed 
The silken spaniel lies, a pampered brute; 
His inborn wants, simple and far between, 
Made many by a base and spurious love; 
His life too shortened by the criminal care. 
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There, lean and ragged, and with piteous eyes, 

The outcast stands, and whines before the door : 

His home the frozen hovel, and his fare, 

A feast indeed, the leavings of the stye. 

With more than human luxury engirthed. 

The sleek-haired hunter dozes in his stall. 

While the enfeebled and o'er aged wretch. 

Sunk-backed and tottering, harnessed to the load. 

Stands shelterless before the bitter wind. 

Whilst his penurious master, door by door, 

Offers the snow-clad faggot, or doth beg 

The sorry, remnant of the lavish feast. 

Shrouded in mist, comesf forth the cheerless day — 

A ghost unwelcome, and all nature cowers 

Before its fell approach. Three days the shade 

O'erfilms the land, saddening the living tribes; 

Night making baneful to the needy wight 

Footing the lane, or threading the lone wold; 

Pressing his errand; but, amazed and lost,^ 

A devious way he plods; nor forward goes. 

Nor, doubly striving, can he home regain. 

Baffled he sinks, and 'fore his failing eyes. 

Their beauty heightening as his misery grows. 

Float soothing visions of his happy lot. 

Fair wakes the dawn, shaking her golden hair 

O'er heaven's blue pillow, and with rosy lip 

Kissing each winging cloudlet, till the lift 

Glows bright with ruddy flames. Quick comes the day, 

And o'er the eastern hill steps proudly forth, 

Lifting earth's misty veil. 'Neath his fair face 
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The icy crystal clothing every blade 

Glitters with many fires; while nature all, 

In twinks and flashes blazons in the sun — 

Beauty's frail livery! Lives a view more fair 

In region torrid, or in southern isle, 

Home of the branching palm and plumy fern, 

Deep shading, than herein, where biting cold 

Loads every branchlet with the jewelled rime. 

Day mounts o'er day, yet still the splendour lives — 

A pageant and a show to dullest eyes. 

Till some faint breath, blown from the softer west. 

The tender charm dissolve, and nature stand 

Naked and pinched before the new-born blast. 

Over the frozen plain, the youthful throng. 

On polished steel, well poised, now lightly skim; 

Indulging pretty fancy that they mount 

The liquid air, and fly from shore to shore. 

Yet such delight, so pleasing to mankind. 

Lives not responsive in the feathery flocks 

Haunting the pool, or tenanting the elm. 

Or, humbler still, frequenting the dwarfed hedge. 

Dependent these on Nature's various store. 

Furnished from year to year; their little wit 

Not teaching them from present stores to pinch 

For days to come. Their sufiering keen and long, 

Now the white pall long time bestrews the field. 

Burying the insect t,g%;i even arid boughs, 

Refusing the loved berry in their need 

Driven from the foodless field, the winged tribes. 

Sweet-voiced or harsh, which flutter on the wing, 
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The vale forsake, and make a silence there. 
Unto the friendly stack, or hovel, warmed 
By breath of huddled herds, they take their flight, 
Or seek the shelter of the chimney side, 
To save their little life, dear even to them. 
This time of helplessness and confidence 
The heartless slaughterer advantage takes, 
To slay the sufiering crew. The cheerful sparrow 
Yields up his useful life, to show to clowns 
How true the sportsman's aim — a sport abhorrent 
Seeking in doleful flocks the little warmth 
Denied the single life, the social lark 
On idle wing wanders the frozen field, 
Fierce hunger casting out his native fear, 
Until h^ dares e'en man's forbidding face. 
Unweeting faith; e'en this sad hour one seeks 
To fell the feathery troop, and starts with, joy 
To pick the bleeding songster firom the snow — 
Thy trill for ever hushed, thy song divine; 
Thy hungered carcase a mean morsel makes 
For him whose life ne'er sheds delight around, 
Nor ever loved thy heaven-aspiring song. 
Lift thy sweet voice, oh! pity, to restrain 
Th' unfeeling fowler, who, with cunning art, 
Spreads the imprisoning net athwart the mead, 
Or on the slope bank of the freezing stream ; 
And, skilled in cruelty's fell arts, enchains 
In hempen fetters the deluded bird, 
Which, wildly striving to be free, allures 
His brother of the field He, skimming o'er 
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The frozen plain, or resting on the thorn, 

True to his simple nature, to be joined 

To his own kind, upon the net alights, 

A death-stroke meeting in the stringy maze. 

His human enemy, with brutish glee. 

Prone falls upon his prey, and hides with joy 

The glossy starling in a wiry prison; 

Or with his frantic struggles grimly pleased. 

In ropy manacles leaves him to strive. 

Victim to fate, to win some other fool. 

Thirst, too, the remnant of their life torments, 

While the accustomed pool, or friendly dyke, 

Ice bound and glassy, their faint rage forbids. 

See one poor wretch, late perched on frozen reed, 

Timidly venturing to the bubbly brink 

Where wanton youths the crystal floor have crushed, 

To slake his parching thirst; ere 'tis assuaged 

The biting frost entraps his slender foot, 

And, spent his strength, sadly he waits his end 

The glowing sun mounts the unclouded sky, 

An onset brave; but nature, all congealed, 

Defies his feeble ray, and wastes of snow 

Fling back the pictured vigour of his beam. 

Routed, adown the western slope he sinks, 

Flinging long shadows from the shaggy reeds, 

And penciling each branchlet on the snow. 

Yet lower still he sinks, and from the earth 

A rosy curtain lifts; while fulgent skies 

Attend the conquered monarch to his rest 

Upon the fi-ozen lake the glowing beam 
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A moment lies, a columned length of flame; 

Whilst every pool, in glittering armour bound, 

Bosoms the sky, and glows with flakes of fire. 

As the beclouded sense a moment strives 

To hug the pleasant dream, and keep without 

Coarse wakefiilness, yet strives, alas ! in vain — 

So flits the pageant of deceitful day, 

And in night's terrors winter stalks the earth. 

Swift wakes the wind, screaming along the plain, 

Freezing the flying cloud, and, o'er the earth. 

Scattering the crystal spume. Now downward flung,. 

The land with glittering billows it upheaps. 

Or, hurried forth, the sunken road blockades, 

Piling the mimic ridge, or the dwarf hedge 

Wildly overleaping, shrouds; whilst o'er the field 

The long-drawn wreaths fantastically curl. 

Marking the varying gale; a peril grave 

To him caught homeward bound, or forced afield. 

Darkness now lends her terrors to confound 

The traveller who plods the doubtful path, 

Or pushes o'er the waste. The arrowy film 

Wounds his strained eye; and eager icy gusts 

life's energy abate, until he stands. 

Of reason half bereaved, before his door. 

Welcomed and warned, now doth he note the scene^ 

And tell the varied fashion of the night ; 

How huge Orion gemmed the southern sky, 

A star mailed warrior striding through the lift. 

Monarch o'er all the lesser lights that shone; 

Or point the glory of the swelling moon. 
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Spreading her rainbow sails as forth she' drove, 
Along her cloudy sea; or speak with zest, 
How the white waste mirrored her ghostly beam, 
A midnight landscape, fair and boundless, too ; 
Hill, dale, and river, opening to his ken. 
So dies the year of nature : but new life, 
Spiritual and of the heart, doth rise 
• To list the sweet-voiced carol, rob the night 
Of utter silence, or bestride the blast. 
And soothe the listening ear. Awake ! awake ! 
Ye who lie supine in the worldly stye. 
List the sweet echo of the song divine — 
Peace upon earth, and goodwill unto men. 
The moment comes when ye, new-birthed, may walk 
With Him who, from the manger to the rood. 
Passed on his bitter pilgrimage to God. 
Be comforted ye who now ask for strength 
To bear life's grievous load: He comes. He comes; 
Source of your hope, the secret of your joy, 
Who bore all sorrows, and His life laid down 
To teach ye suffer all to win joy's crown. 



SONGS. 



THE VISION OF THE ROSE. 

The storm had wasted my garden ground, 

And never a flower seemed left to bldw; 
The ruin of years was strewn around, 

Though an hour before I had watched them grow. 
I looked where the light first flecked the grass. 

And sadly gazed where the sun's last ray 
Aye lingered a moment, but now, alas! 

Darker and drearier than all were they. 

I watched with sorrow each wasted nook, 

And found myself in my world alone ; 
Methought joy hardly my flowers forsook, 

For they together to death had gone. 
But were it the best that we most desire, 

I then had perished with all around; 
Nor ever the hopes that my breast inspire 

Had come if my heart had not felt death's wound. 
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No joy so great had ever been mine, 

As to find one spot* yet unscathed and fair; 
And over the tangle, and weed, and bine, 

A beautiful rose was left blooming there. 
I knew 'twas saved from the waste around, 

That my bosom once mOre should hope enclose, 
And ever will smile my garden ground 

WTiile thou art its queen, my beautiful rose. 



I DOUBT NOT THAT THE 
WORLD IS FAIR. 

I doubt not that the world is fair, 

I look on thee alone; 
Thy beauty seemeth everywhere. 

For thou my world art grown. 
I love the hazel of thine eye. 

Better than heaven's deep blue; 
Thy voice than ringdove's melody. 

More tender is and true. 

The morning's gold, thy auburn braids 

Outshine with softer ray; 
Thy lip a lovelier crimson shades 

Than sunset's pageantry. 
Though gentler heaves thy timid breast 

Than sea 'midst summer's calm, 
'Tis stronger than the storm-wave's crest 

To bear me out of harm. 
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For beauty never more may fade, 

Nor youth's sweet bloom decay, 
If goodness beaut/s flower pervade, 

And guard it day by day. 
Yea, 'tis the beauty of thy heart. 

Gives to thy form each grace; 
And doth the loveliness impart 

That beams upon thy face. 



THE SEA SHELL. 

I gathered a shell from the golden sand, 

And I loved its beauty and prized its form, 
For it seemed as the likeness of thy fair hand, 

As it shielded a rosebud from the storm. 
It told me the tale I e'er love to hear, 

As I marked the music within the shell; 
And I knew that thy soul to mine own drew near. 

Since it seemed to murmur all will be well 

And again I listened, with eager ear. 

To catch the spirit of one faint tone; 
Oh! my anxious heart was aquake with fear, 

When it seemed to whisper I'm not thine own. 
Long, long did I seek from that pearly shell 

To learn my future whatever it might be; 
And my faith at last was rewarded well. 

For I heard thee tell me I love but thee. 
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THOU BAD'ST ME FORGET. 

Thou bad'st me forget; but the harder I strove, 
More sweet grew thy face, and the more I did love. 
Thou saidst in fresh faces I thine should forget, 
I ne'er saw but thine, and I worship it yet. 

In vain thou didst tell me my hawk and my hound 
Would banish my sorrow, and heal my heart's wound: 
My hawk with her wing shapes thy name on the blue; 
My hound was thy gift, and to both I am true. 

Thou said'st in a ship o'er the seas I should rove, 
I sailed the salt sea but flew back to my love; 
Thou said'st in new pleasures new hope I should see, 
I have filled up their cup, and now pledge it to thee. 



To E- 



I CANNOT SING ANOTHER SONG. 

I cannot sing another song. 
For all my soul is given to thee; 
To thee my harp is ever strung. 
And thou its one sweet melody. 

Thou mark'st for me the passing hours, 
'Tis ever night when thou'rt away; 
Yet ne'er so dark the night cloud lowers. 
But, lo ! thy coming makes it day. 

No thought doth glide into my breast 
That owns thee not its life and spring; 
No budding hope is e'er caressed, 
But thou art e'er its blossoming. 
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Oh ! think not that I love thee less, 
Because I cannot tell thee more; 
I can but this; my love confess, 
And sing my love song o'er and o'er. 

To E . 



BUT TO THEE, AND TO THEE EVER. 

But to thee, and to thee ever, 

Ever will I wake the string; 
Thou alone the theme that never, 

Never doth a discord fling. 

Ever as the rosy morning. 

With its radiance decks the sky, 

Thou my waking thoughts adorning, 
Charm'st me into ecstasy. 

I am thine e'en as the river 

Is the ocean's whence it rose; 
To me thou'rt the boundless giver, 

And to thee my song e'er flows. 

Though the lark to heaven upsoaring 

Never, never tops the sky; 
Still its tireless wing aye luring, 

Shews the hope nought can destroy. 

So my heart thine own e'er seeking. 
Ever strives its heaven to gain ; 

Nor despairs to win the greeting. 
That will end my bosom's pain. 
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THE REVERIE. 

Nay, let me dream my life away, 

And thou alone its vision be; 
To thee my hopeful soul doth stray, 

And every thought is but of thee. 
I see thee at the sunset hour. 

When shadows creep along the grove; 
I hear thy name in every bower. 

Where tuneful songsters trill their love. 

No star steals o'er the face of heaven 

But marks thy step, or points thy way; 
Ne'er cloud is o'er the azure driven, 

But doth itself as thee array. 
When night o'erscarfs my longing eyes, 

I see thee still; and still I see 
Thee when the dappled morn doth rise, 

To point again sweet hope for me. 

To E . 



THOUGH I OFT ASK MY BOSOM TO SAY. 

Though I oft ask my bosom to say 

Why I love thee, and love thee alone, 
The light thought ever glideth away. 

And before I can shape it 'tis gone. 
If I think 'tis thine eyes that entrance. 

Thy sweet laughter doth tell me 'tis more; 
When I vow 'tis thy step in the dance, 

I aye find 'tis thy form I adore. 
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It is not that alone thou art fair, 

Or in beauty thou all dost excel; 
That thy face in my heart I e'er wear, 

And thy charms do all others repel 
But it is thou didst teach me to love, 

And I would not thou think me unkind. 
So my lesson I'll strive to improve, 

By e'er keeping thy face in my mind 



THE WARNING. 

He is young, he is fair, and he boasts a light tongue; 
And he steals through the dance, as a bee doth among 
The gay flowers, sipping sweets as he hies him away. 
For with all though he trifle, with none will he stay. 

To the maid he is kind, to the matron benign; 
And his voice hath a charm, nay, 'tis almost divine; 
Neath a frown he is meek, to a smile he is bold. 
And his words are as soothing as harp-strings of gold 

Every note of the lute he can finger with ease. 
He can lisp, and can prattle, and easily please. 
Not a grace, not a gift, but on him hath been shed. 
And he woos all to win, but he woos none to wed 

Ah ! his heart is a stone, and his eye is a flint ; 
For the sweet glance of love ne'er a moment shines in't 
Oh ! beware, oh ! beware, ye who list to his song, 
He is false, and your bosom confiding will wrong. 
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TO MY MOTHER'S MEMORY. 

Alas! again the tributary wreath 

I hang upon thy tomb; and write beneath, 

Peace to thy memory. Ah ! e'en the word 

Doth, like the snapping of a silver chord. 

Music still make within my listening ears; 

And though new griefs intrude, my torn heart bears 

Sweet thoughts of love toward thee, and still doth chime 

The distant echo of that blissful time 

When thou didst gird me with thy gentle arm, 

Soothed'st my woe, and guarded from alarm. 

Thou hast my spirit; and though now doth wing 

Thy gentle soul to thy eternal King, 

While I in care overwrought, my toilsome way 

Plod through the vale of years, thy spirit still 

Points me my path, and bends me to God's will. 

/an, 2gth^ 1882. 



THE BRACELET. 

'Twas but a twine of silver 
That in a casket lay; 
And the breath of time had dulled its shine, 
As an eve ere the moonbeams play. 
Yet once I saw it glitter 
On a fair maiden's wrist; 
And the spark it bore I treasured more 
Than the shine of the moon long rist 
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For its pure ray but pictured 
The sparkle in her eye; 
And that light to me is all I see 
Of the days that are now gone by. 
Though many a costly jewel 
Lay round about the ring: 
Nor the moonstone's ray nor diamond spray 
Such a light to my soul could bring. 



GIUSEPPE GARIBALDI. 

Thou ! the world's love, wert conqueror of all, 

Save him whom least thou fear'dst; and whose fell dart 

In arms, a thousand times thou nobly braved'st, 

With brow serene, and heart by fear unmoved 

Death, at the last, thy kindest, dearest friend. 

Hath ta'en thee in his arms, and laid thee down; 

And immortality's bright crown aye set 

On thy heroic brow. Ne'er more eclipsed, 

C^prera's mystic Lord, in tale and song, 

Thou'lt point endurance, and long-suffering 

Sublime; and sweet unselfishness, alas! 

Oft wanting firiends, link ever with thy name. 

Not all thy labours, numerous as thy days. 

In Liberty's just cause, so much shall thrive 

In the world's heart, as thy good life's surcease. 

Death consecrates thy life, and that makes certain, 

Which was but half believed Truest our love 

When death hath stripped us of our present joy, 
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And left us naught to love but memory. 

Marsala's, Rome's, Calatafimi's fields. 

With thy undying name for aye are joined; 

E'en Aspromonte, where, for Italy, 

Thou offered'st up thyself in sacrifice, 

Shall live in thee while freedom moves mankind 

To suffer in her cause. Greatest wert thou 

And least like man, when at thy mighty call. 

The millions laid their country in thy hand. 

To rule and hold at will But thou not knowing. 

Even thyself, gave up thyself and all. 

To him who lent thee friendship, and received 

Splendid acquittance, from thee, Italy. 

June 8thy 1882. 
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